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Th the knowing Reader. 


Good Reader, helps to make a Book; @ bad 

injuries it; The Author 'of this, bad no 
mind to be a nun in P rint; nor tooke he any care 
ſor a & cnlpture, 2 luftrite the Frontiſ-piect by 
crowning himſelfe with Laurel: Neither did he 
write bis owne Encomiums, and ( to prejudicate 
the ſimple ) ſay bis friends fore d them upon him; 
they may help to ſell the Bool, not better the Mat- 
ter. An ih nce this Tragedy, is come to tell im 
tale, and to ſpeak ſor it ſelf he wil be glad ia know 


it ableto ca ry its own commendation; And ( bei 


an Infant, newly deliver d to the world from the 
wambe of the P reſs ) he bopes the knowing Kea- 
der will rather Crown it by his Nee wor hall 


it inthe Cradle, 
* \ I» RD... 


Ton the deR. he Honourable, Montage 
Berty, Earle of Lindſey, Lord 


Willoughby to Era Kc. 
| V2 are no ſt Finger 10 thiagt of thi⸗ naltre, and 


therefore” i \'Dediextion will nt ftartle 
= ; 2 there are (n Bord) whoſe ſoule are 
eee to their Chinc * theſe looke {quimi-ey'd upon 
4 Dedication, becauſe iſe 7 e thare it a Spirit in 't will 
ſep.irate them ? But ny PS jour Nobleneſſe to learning, 
| and wit raiſeth your ee to ſo bigh an cr t am 
| knowing men, tht} from thence I have derived this bol 
neſſe, which I hope is pardonable not onely for that your 
juſtice calls upon me for a duty I long ſince owed your Ho- 
nour, but al 4 in regard the Thing preſented ts nd ſleight 
Piece, but ſuch ( my Lord) ar I — will arcord weth 
your and likeing the Stage with gene- 
rall Applanſe (my ſelfe bets the laſt that that AGed Ma- 
tilda iz it) and ſince through the abſurdity of times, it 
hath Laine obſcured. My Lord, though it doth not appeare 
is it's ancient and glory, yet it comes drei; fin, with 
an humble regard to your Honour, and then a 20ufidence 
it's naked worth, but both it and my ſelfe, are willingly 
ſubjeSed umto your Honours ſentence, which I hope will not 


be tos heavy, eſdecially upon My Lord, 


Tour Homonrs 


H onourer, 


Andrew Penhycuicke. 
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King John and Matilda, 


2 Tm 
eule uc + n 15 ſearch. 


© Ihe pieen wounds clo . e 


D 9 > Fe 


Broke fc ut hiVing drawn ther M to a hed" 3888 

T would ſend them to to beats, 
And then give their attendance, | 
Kmp, | 7 1. ; & 


Who w 

Ox | 4 11 ab Brice 

X. A neit of Rebels; ——_ t tlie — of theſe tnefloriſhes,. 
You with Lord Mowbr 55 1 

Braces "Mick b 

Wind into here (prin 
( The engine upon wed 4 115 

Queen. Sure (ir, the oy DoS Majefties 
Injunttion ſhall be Ig Emer Cheſter... 

K. This not one Ya IL 
(Obo the thongt® 
But likewiſe farthers our — d procedings 

che. Conceal your ſelfefir,.. . [ 
have trapt her with a are. | 

Ma. \ouxolinieQhafers io ow uh his) zur . r 
Thac the een 


( The ſecond in this — whoſe the ſame return, 
And being chere, 5 
ions — 5* 
Diſcover 1 f 
Our meeting wich F —_— Da 
229m YI. 
Cheſter the news ? 
= ** then lle bender N COT Eu Matilda, 
Queen di 
You, ſaid ſhe was here i 


But ic ſeems — were — 


Cheſ Excellent innocence home art 


bank —— ihe King ere. Macha 


er 1377 As. une 9 
Ae. 1 (hall, 


7, Z 


4 
Cheſ, And I mult van 
Alt + Oh heaven, the King | 
E. Thy friend. 

Mat. Falſe Cheſter | 
K. Fair Ai | 

'Miſtreſſe of yoach and beauty, ſwert as a ſpriug, 

And comely as the holy ſhining Prieſt 

Deekt in his glorious ſacetdotall veſtment ; 

Yer heate che paſſibns of a love fick wick 


And crown thy too too cruell heart wick 1 * 
de 


Fx it Cheſt. F Fn 4 King 


Mit. Let let fall your too too | 
And crown your royalth excellent 
1 Ad 2 
Mat, The Qgeen care TC 
K. Speak but a word n . 
—— -. 
K. That may ſod 87 | 
With — chat thou wil t. and 
Iwill walk forth and c edtly L. 
And at her ſweeteſt notr I will prot 
— n . * 
at. 1 you : remember vo 
To my betroth d Robes | Fe oy 
Did you not with juſt as the poyfonitouthe 00 
His manly heart, if ever you again . 
Laid battery to the fair fort of my adyariquiſh'd* 
Vertue, your death might be like his untimely, 
And be poyſon'd, Oh take heet! fir, r | 
Saints ſtind upon heeyensfilver bartlement nm, 
When Kings make vo, and lay en 
Liſtening ears to Princes 3 
X. So did Matilda (wear to live and die a maid, 
At which fair Nature like a dnailſhrunck back, 
As loath to hear one fo fair, ſo ul 
A wound: my vow. Wat valn, trade withoat”* © © 
D * 
W090 2 


7.5 I's: 


Maids 


King Jaa andy{atilde, 


Maids have ſu-e ſorſ ne ſuch Ny es ; 
For Huntingtor, he like a beay of ſua mera 
Duſt into his Grave is ſwept ; and bad yows... 
Still are better broket hen kept... *...: OY 
Met. Alas great fir, your Queen you 1 N Wen 
What is — Sc > Oh ir! 
In things not ri 4s 
Luft is but — welllangu pocrite- 
X. Words fhall. Jongg bypoc 1 Iamthbe King. . 
Mat. Doe 


And as Wy lin e erb b. d,. Offers welence, . 
So ſure | ce / A. ſhe en 4 knife. . 
A facrifcetovertue, 
X Cruel] Maid, 5 
Cru:ll:r then the Kid that eanes l 
On che rough boſome of a ragg 
Go get thee to the ee ne i 
As 70145 wi ſo re thou walk -A 
May wi che the lng Fan 
Likea con | 
Rail on 7 rudeneſs , 
Among the wanton ae 
Notes ta t 


1 


pa n 
Upon their ſubtill llydingi, may the | 
The troudled ja ras 3 
Wich the ſtones, x | carts! 
Thy — age my ſu 
Andſow a 
May beaſts, and dVird: and brach, a 
Hear me, and call Matilda ro 8 

Mat: Ile unto Rn. SS father, 
Oh ſhe had 11 57 Naa Calt 8 — 


Layes ſuch violent ſeige 3 
Thou art ( ge 
A crown e of Chrilallinan lo 


Aran. 


Xe Shall bedaaled e e 


C heſ. Wich a womans ward, a kni 

XK ferel left her, A) 2 _ 

Ch. Bur here ſhe is not naw. fir. 

X. Oh Chefter run, un as thon lovilm my Peace, 
Feather thy teet with lovers wiſhes, lerbur my Tre \ 
Dwel in thy eyes, thou'l find her, were ſhe coppalt ... 

With a Cimerian miſt. | 

Cb. — 2 beſt _ * 5 

K, Thy do every thing, do any thin 
Do all things that ma 0d — e 


I cads thy dark Labyrinth ; cunot Kings be free 
From thy impetuo N 1 have def 4 
A heardned heart, te to thy ſhake, . 
And ſometimes am fo, when int 
Calling to mind AMarilds'steas 
Continued u panapardle they plerce t 
h N. 0 Gelb Bal = Calll, 

Ch. No fir, (be in 
Where her Father _ the Lords--- 

k. Command our. wee'l after ber like l = 


REID 


5 0 — 
Shall ſee only Lara. 


Eater Fitzwater, old 7 ie, Be 
and Liſter, ens aac 
Fitz., — — 
ä 
Be a in ars 
Or a poor pittance rather, — 
2 — york 5 muſt tell 3 
r | 

Rich. Where are the 2, | ; hs, 
| 33 Leiſe 


2a 0 


King Jahn and Matilda, 
' Leiſ. Comforting Matilda, fad return d from Court. 
T. Bru, Betraid by Chefter, and again eſcap'd | 
Like a chaſts Dove out of the fowlecs Net, | 
The luſttull King. 
Fitz.. Oh Jobn, John, wilt thou never 
Leave thy wags tricks ? but let it paſſe, tis beſt 
Leiſ. I wonder how he recti d our reſolv'd anſwer. 
Y Bru, No matter how, he gl ike to have no other; 
No by my blood, you vext my very ſoul 
That you ſent any, 
O. Bra. Sonne, have a tamer ſpirit, 
T Brs. Yes, and like horſes, 
Be held by ch noſe by friviloas reſpełt, | 
WhilR he caſts Copperis into bur ſores, and ſearches 
Paſt honours patience. 
Fux. Nephew, N , hear me, 
Lets bear alittle; faich he is the King, 
And though at me he does ſtand interdifted, 
Let now and then takes a good ſtart or two 
Towards regularity, till che fir comes on him; 
And for your neat horſe ſimile obſerve me, 
Richmond and you are men, we three old, 
But not too old to t — 4 the horſe that will not 
Stard till and endare ſearching, how ere in ſummer 
With warmth and paſture, he may ſtrike at flies, 
And play the wanton in a wealthy meadow, 
For all his fammer paſtime, yet tis (aid, 
Winter will leaye him but 115 tal d jade ʒ 
Come, come, yar fooles, y'ar ſooles. 
Leiſ. Well let us bear then. 
n * 
Beſides, our in uries in his breach of promiſe, 
He mate by ſtains and publique grievances, I 
How, in cht flames of his adulterate herr. 
'Purſuerhe myehafteConfs, by flights get her 
Within, bis tallon, and but this on, * 
3 * Had 


A Trugedie. : 


(Had not her friendly knifeenfranchis'@ her) 
Even in che face of he . ven, in his 0wn Garden 
He would have raviſh'dhec. | ' | 
O, Bru. Bro her, we are hound in honour not to bear it 
Leiſ. Let him know our griets, and i- 
Fitz. Well, well, with ifs and an. 
Mad men leave Rocks, and leap into the Sands: 
But ſomerhing ſhall be thought on- Em. Richmond, - 
Nie The King attended | | | 
Onely with the rle of Cheſter, Ox, and ſome 
Other Gentlement, is new landed on che Stalts. 
Om. The King! 

Bra. Shut the ſtairs Gate. | 
Fitz. T were better Gate and fairs * 
Were floating th bridgiwe are ſaſe my cholerick 

As ln a Sanctuary zt ugh 

(Aman would think,) to ſee a great Prince thus, 

— not go - him, to come to ua, Es vr 

I indeed, ycu unkindly,  _ 0 ere, 
. Behold great 25 <>" af _ > «nd ther Lords» - 

The Cedars of the Ki bow the King 

( Aſhrub ) hrincks out of majeſtic, 

And comes to you; here's a ſine Conventicle, 

Are ye blowing up new ſires? and mult Finn rr 

( Plain-breafted as his unaffeſted babize, ): ,_. + | 

BeGenerall again, again be call u | 

The Varſball of Heavens Army and the Churches: 

Are you Planet ſt uckl y ou cannot talke.: . - . r1 
Fire. Your pardon br, n 

I led che but rwas when they could not chooſe 

. 

A 0 ? & Grace, 

And grieve, grieve very hed 51 | 


The liberty of i 


| — da cri Re with wi 
| Salle takeybil in a 


But call the bloodieſtends a en 


King John aud Matilde, 


This troubl d us, and griev'd the body . f. 


And this we ſcught to ment; I tell truih 7 
We are thy friends rem if ye take from 


Ye leave no mark — eo diſtinguiſh it 

From the fawning of a Dog baſe flattery ; 

It 1 ſpeak plain, this truth be my defence, 

A good mans comfort is his — 

And ſo much for plain Mn. ; 
X. Fitz.watet, Brutt, "Richmanid; and ſtubboru Lifter, 

This is the laſt of our admanitions, 


Either lay by thoſe Arms, thoſe la wleſſe arms, 


Which you have liſted gain aer che King, 


And bp es as 00 a 333 . 
Fer fat r loyalties, or he | 


F 


— by 2 un kind ſcars wich 
orth'd che face of 


— 
ted with'c 


The Iron heart of faction, 


Shall come no mo 


as ' 9 1 f } 
Leiſ. Iwill nor heat mine arty,” | 6 2 1 

Nor break my wortty you; 0 | dae * 

Ualeſſe provok d, e eee, 

If you millike that x ledge- a 
K. We do. 


1 = a T 204 4 
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A Tregedie. 
And fix and twenty Peers and Barrons {worn 
To the execution ( who if you fail ) are perjur d 
Do this, and like a plat of Oſier wands 
We ſhall bow any way. and you ſhall work us 
Into what faſhion you {hall fancy; but 
if you be melancholly, love-fick John, 
Or Lyon, unyoak'd Heifer, head-ſtrong John, 
(As in the matter of the Lofſe of Normandie, 
When Anjou, Brittain, Main, Poittox, and Turwix, 
Were deliver d up to Philip) you'l find your friends 
Not facile Willowes, but abrupt brambles, 
Whoſe intricate — 
Whilſt you ſhall go about to rectiſie, 
They 'I prick your fingers, and with unkind ſcratches, 
Expoſe you to a late deplor'd experience : 
Come, come, know this, when love in our fide 
The unkindeſt wounds are thoſe we take from Kings; 
I am plain Robin. 
K. Adown right Rebell. 
Fiz. Rebell! 
K. So are ye all. 
Om, Rebells ! 
K. Traytors. 
Om. Traytors! 
EK. Rebels and Traytors ; Chefter, Oxford, Gentlemen, 
Stand on your guards, there's danger in the room, 
O. Bru. You ate too paſſionate, perform with us, 
You ſhall walk over us, ifnot,we ſtand 
Our injur'd Countries Juſticers. 
i. . _— _ 
is night ſhall raiſe a ſtorme : Brav'd ? with you Bruce 
We will begin ; and yet he is the Brother 8 aſide : 
Unto Matilda 's Father, but his inſolence, 
Oh love; a little while let revenge taigne, 
This night ſhall beger paſſages (hall prove 
Your King a Lyon ( vext ) as (pleas d) a Dove. Exit 
Ox, Lights foc the King; there Gentlemen. Kings party. 
C T, Bra 


King Jobn and Matilda, 

Y. Bru. What will you do? a tempeſt curl d his forehead 
Into the faſhion of an angry Ocean, 
Made wild with winds. 

Rich. We muſt reſolve on ſomething. 

Ol. Bra. And ſuddenly, tor in his executions - 
He is ſwift as lightning, ayr is not more light. 

Leiſ. Pandulph the Popes ſtern Legate, tis divulg l, 
Is againe come over from the Pope, to proffer 
The King his readmiſſion into the Church, 
And take off his fix years interdiction 
Upon ſome propoſitions yet conceal'd, .. 
And this may buſie the King yet. 

T. Bra. This? the Greyhound 
Is not more eager at his flying game, | 
Then I know King John is in his paſſions x 
Gf love or anger. 

Ol. Bru. Why Brother, is this a time to ſtudy ? 

Fitz. Troth I was thinking of---ſtay, ſtay, I hav't, 
I was thinking brother Bruce, now tis gone again, 
And farewell it, lets ply our buſineſſe now: 
If you markt, he ſaid he would begin wich you) . 
I Would have you to night((ſtay not for the Sun, 
which ſure will riſe bluſhing at this nights brawling ) 
Do you and Richmond, with tome ſcore of men 
Poſt to your houſe, tis but an kours riding, 
And ſomething more; there fortiſie your (elves, * 
Vour Ladie, and your pretty little Sonnne, 
— knave he dreams not of theſe Thunderbolts : 

ou my young mad cap, with your Curmy daughter, 

Shall — Hertford Calile, ſhe is the dams 
I feare will fire our Troy ; Leiſter and I 
Will gather Powers, and thicher after you ; 
You two for G«i/ford, you two for Hartford, 
And we two, wheither waſt we tyro go? 
Lei ſ. Go? we two muſt ſtay ich City. 
Fux. Paſſion of me, where was my memory; 


* 


But come, come, when Kings our Dials retrograde do run, 


We leave to look on them, and go by ich Sun: 
Lights, lights, good Gentlemen: Exeunt. 


Enter QLxecene, „Bruce, and 
. G . . 
Qu. Good Lady take not on ſo, Oxford (ayes all 
Is * well at London. 
Lady 


Ves, very well; 


Why then follow'd he your Grace with a Troop of horſe, 


A band of men? why hath he feizd the Caſtle, 
Caſhierd my Servants ? Oh Madam can it be, 
Your Grace (the Alter where 1 ever paid 
A Subjects devout Love, ſbould by a ſlight, 
a fained accidentall viſite make, 
An entrance for hoſtility and terror. 
Qs. Hubert, redeem you in this Ladics faith, 
And relat: the truth. 
Hub. Only upon mine honour 
Was I ſent to ſeize this Ladies young Son George, 
Aza pledge to*th King for her Lords — 2 
Lady, No Hubert, my Son is far enough thee, 
Thou fatall keeper of poor Boys. 
Hub. You mean 
Concerning Arthur, the unfortunate Sonne 
Of Jeffery Plantaganet ; Oh mad rumour ! 
Who would cruſt thee but with ſo much reputation 
An honeſt begger boaſts of ? 


©. In chat belceve me Madam, report hath wronged him, 
Which I can witneſſe Lady. Emer King and 


Lady. The King come to- . C 
Oh my ſweet George, my joy; what wilt thou do? 
K. All is to our deſire; where's Bruces Sonne? 
Hub. Convey d to Wales (he affirms Sir. 
Lady.” Whece thou ſhale never ſee him Jabs. 
X. Goed Madam, 
Wee l ſpeak with you r Queene Iſabeil, 
2 


Thou 


King John and Matilda, 
Thou muſt be ſtill an agent to ſecure 
Me and my Kingdome, firaight wich the Earl of Cheſter ; 
Poſt thou to Hartford Caſtle, whicher we are certih'd 
Young Bruce is fled wich old Fitzwaters daughter, 
Try if by fair means thou canſt win her to 
Attend on thee at Court; if we have not her 
A pledge, (as this) for her Fathers faith, we ſtand 
The food of faction, get her any way; 
If ſhe deny, Ckefterwith forces ready, 
Of from the Caſtle, (hall give them fierce aſſault, 
And force them paſt entreaties ; go my love 
And play the Amazon, with her ſurpriſall, 
Securea Kingdome, 
Qu. This craves haſt and care; come noble Cheſter 
You ſhall along; but good my Lord forget not 
That Ladies K indneſſe to me. 
X. Oh my ſweet. Kiſſe. Exit, 
Hu. What a fine thing he makes the Queen; Ob Juſt, 
With what ſmooth craft thou creeptſt to things unjult . 
K. Oh my Matilda, if power or policy 
may get thee once more in theſe arme, I will hazard 
Even toa Kingdom for thee ; come Madam fear not 
| wear no frowns, I am all mirth, lets ſee your . Son. 
La, | fear your -mirth is like the Porpoilt paſtimes, 
My Son hath been in Het this moneth. 
K. Hubert, (ee the Gates lock d, a guard upon the Walls, 
Whilſt we take ſome to ſearch. 
La, Where will you ſearch King John 
For heayens ſake do not ſearch. : 
H#, Nay and't be come to that. Ext. 
K. Let me go, 
In theſe proceedings the Kings ſafety reſts, 
The Lyon muſt not bend to baſer breaſts, Exit. 
La, Heaven to chee I knee), who affrighted Mother am, 
Oh from this Lyons claws keep my poor Lambo. Exic- 


Enter 


A Tragedie: 


Enter old Bruce, and Richmand, and above 
Ox 

Ol. Bru, The Caſtle Gates are ſhut, ſwift footed Tyranie, 
That canſt when thou purſu'ſt thy wild defires, 
Out run the wantan Roe; Oh Richmond, Richneend, 
fear our ſtay all night, ha's made me witne(s'*' 


Of a day darker then night. 
Rich. Yonr feats and your a 


fflictions 


Meet in one Center, for It ſeems the Kiug — 299 
Sent Oxfordin the night on the walls; 


Bchold where O-x/ 


Your Sonne, your Wife and Caſtle. 


Ol. Bra. Oxford, thou figne | 
Set up to ſhew me where my ſorrows dwell, 
Martyr me not wich circumſtances ; but tell me, 
Is ĩt «4 as from thy ominous preſence there) 


We may conjecture. 
Ox, Becauſe you 


Then by my ominous preſence h 
You conjecture that you come too late. 
Rich, Let force our entrance, 


We have tyyeuty men of 


to 


Ragds, Ifear chey h (eiz-d 


-- 


— 1 


dare. 


Ol. Bru, A ſcore of Cowards, Oæſrd, 
Dar'ſt thou be honourable ? 


Ox. An other time, 


But now I have no leiſure, the King is here. 


Rich. In perſon. 


Ox. Yes, and power; 


And ifthe Queen and Cheſter ſpeed as the King has, 
We ſhall have a pledget too —.— lle 


And ſo goed day, ye meer the proverb here, 
Ye both areearly up but near the neare. 3 
Rich. We ſtrongly may conclude from their intelligence 


Of your Son, and fair Au flight to Hartford, 
Thither the Qucen and Cheſter are d, | 


Either by force or policy = obtaine her, 
3 


King John and Matilda, 


So that the neareſt path to our proceedings, 
Is to poſtback to Landon, and to haſten 
Her Father thicher with his powers, and fo 
Secure your Sonne, his Daugher, and it may be, 
3 e the Queen and Cheſter, 
J. Bru, If we do, 
If but a hair of my betrayed wife, 
Or . — boy do periſh, a head royall 
Shall be ſent back, ſlight ſcratches leave no ſcars 
But deep wounds are iceds of Civill wars. Exit. 


Adu 2. Scena 1. 


Enter King, Hubert, Lady, and Bruce. 


K. 4 would not then produce him. 
Hu, I Think of it Madam, 
And for your own diſcharge, give up your Son. 
La. I have him not to give. . 
x. We will no more be mock'd, are all the people, Enter 2 
Horſes, and Cattel yoided forth the Caſtle ? Souldiers 
Hub. All but this Hamper which ſtood underneath with a 
The Rairs that led into the Dungeon. , _. Hamper, the Boy 
K. A place ſuſpicious, ſearch ic. . ce: So 
La. Let not rudeneſſe boaſt (ir, 
She was born ich preſence of a Prince. 
Hub. Tis lock'd my Lord. 
K. Where is the Key ? 
La. I know-not, loſt. 
K. Cur it open. Y 
La. Do not, do not, indced you'l ſpoile it then, 
K. Well then they ſhall not. 


La, Now che King is gracicu. 1 

K. bare a Torch, and here hefore me 
Set it a fire 

La. Oh rather cut it (ir in a thouſand peeces : 


Why 


A Tragedie.- 


— did you tell me that they ſhould not cut it, 
And now would burn it? who did teach you fir 
To'mock a wounded heart? look, look, and they do not go 
To cut it too; good fir, | have a Jewel 
Lyes conceal d there, which I hid for feare o'th ſouldiers, 
Of infinite value. The Bey riſes. 
Hub, Tis open my Lord: 
X. what's in't? 
Hub. Marry youth in a basket fir, here is the prety Jewel 
Of infinite value: | 
X. Hold him faſt fellow, Hubert keepe back the mother. 
. La. | would be kept back, isthat a Boy 
To cruſh wich a rude hand, alas a griſle 
Look, and his very looks do not _ my Child. 
Boy. Oh mother here is a man lookes very black, 
(Fray do not hurt me) indeed, and if you doe, 
You'l make my mother cry 
La. For heavens ſakeflet me kifſe him, I warrant you the 
Childewas almoſt ſmotherd, come from him George. 
Boy. A wo'not let me go, if I were your match, 
Ide give you a good ſound box o'theare, 
K. Come, Come, we will not part you, Hubert there waits 
One Brand without; ſervant to * Earle of Cheſter, 
With a guard, let him Convey them both to Winſor Caſtle, 
And by this ſignet to fir Falter Blunt, 
Deteyne them in his cuſtody, untill 
We (ball direct him further. 
Oh brave, mother I have heard of Her Caſtle, my father 
Told me there are brave bowes and arrowes; and drums there. 
La. Oh happy Innocent, who in ſpight of foes 
Can play the pretty wanton with thy woes. Exit. 
Hub. The Lord Steward fir Enter Wincheſter. 
Is come it ſeemes from London. 
K. My Lord of Wincheſter the meaning of your ſpeed ? 
Win, The Popes legate Sir, 
The Cardinal Panduſp is ariv'd at Landon, 
K. What newes with him; Six yeares we have ſtood 


King Jabs and Matilda, 
An inte: dicted man, can he bring lowder thunder? 
in. He brings proffers of peace fir, 
Advantagable peace too, if that you pleaſe 
To make a reſignation of your Crowne: 
el 1 
in. Good fir ſuffer mee, 
And that to him to the Popes uſc;wichall; 
(Paying an Annual! tribute for your Kingdomes 
Of Exgland, and of Ircland,in the preſence 
Of the whole body of the Peers,) he has power 
From his Holineſs to reinveſt your temples 
Wich the rich Diadem; and with all pronounce you 
Again admitted into the Church, y our power 
Weakned and wounded, yet may by this meanes 
Lyon like, rowſe ic ſelfe and remove all obſtacles 
Twixt you and the high are a King, 
Which by the reaſon you ſtood Curſt at Ram, 
Receiv'd affronts ſo 2 z beſides Fux waters, 
Wich Leiſter (who e returu of Bruce and Richmand 
From thence to were upon expedition, 
Wich there powers for Harford Caſtle to intercept 
The proceedings of the Queen and Cheſter;) 
I have ſtaid upon the Legats ſpecial chardge 
To attend your reſignation, potent neſſeſity 
(The great diſpenſer with 8 
Calls it a point of Policy, hereby 
You build your ſelſe, ruine your enemy. 
Hu. And then you ſtand again, (ira King abſolute 
And dazel faftion. f | 
Ki. Come we will catch craft 
With imitation, he that would (crew his ends 
To his own aime, muſt mingle (when he wins) 
Secret diſk mblings *mongſt his venial linnes. 


Enter Sou/diers, and young Brace priſoner. 
Cheſ. You are mine Sir. 
T. Bru; Tis falſe, Lam Fortunes. 
Cheſ. 


A Tragedie. 
Cheſ. This day to fortune then I ſacriſice, 
As to my Miltrelle. x 
7. Br. A Whoreisthen your Miſtreſſe. 
Cheſ. &K Whore! 
Y. Bru. A raſcall Jade, 
That takes with the dixcerity ſhe gives; tell me 
Of your Miſtreſſe and the Devil: Oh my ſtars. 
Cheſ. O fir we have wayes to tame you, you remember 
You brav'd me in the preſence of the King, 
At Bard, Caſlle. 
Y. Bu. Oh I am mad, 
Vet not ſo mad, but I dare ſtill brave Cheſter, 
And from the up of my aflliction, 
Upon thy light heel'd Mis. wanton fortune, 
Caſt from the manly temper of my blood 
A noble ſcorn 
Ch. You ſhall be ſetter d firſt, 
7. Bru, Fetter'd; 
Ch. Yes, and ſent 
Up to the King as an arch Rebel, to whom, 
To whom(betore) we have by Letters ſent our happy fortune; 
Y. Bru. Rebell : 
By that boyling ſea of blood which thou haſt troabl'd, 
Had my delires but bodies, I would burtt 
Fetters of ſteele, tear off thy canker'd fleſh, 
And with thy Jaw-bone, ( thou hononr wounding man ) 
I would kill a thcuſand of theſe Raſcals. 
Ch, Drag him 
Into the Caftle, ſince your fortunes move you, 
Wee i force youto a madneſſe. 
Y. Bru. Fool thou canſt not; 
Froſt makes fire fervent, he that wiſely knows 
His wealthy fate, bravely becomes his woes. © ©C harges 
Cheſ. Are you ſo arm'd, away wich hum. Exit. 


Enter 


- Cleath rude errors, in a ſoſt (mooth {tile : Enter 


King Joh and Mati Ida, 


Enter the Qucene, dragging in Matilda, her hair looſe, 
and Face oloody. 
Oz. Come ſorwacd furic, witch. 
Mit. Alas, why thus 
Great Queen do you miſuſe me? credite me 
I do not feare to die, young Infants do it; 
Nor wiſh I lice, the murtherer enjoyes it; 
But let me know my treſpaſſe. 
2s, Vme made your ſtale, 
The King, the King your ſtrumpet ; oh thou wretchy, 
The matter my ſpleen! tears her, 
Mat. Hcar me but ſpeak. 
Os. Yes, | will thee ſpeak, 
That every ſyllable may ſerve inſtead 
Of a fierce wind to blow my fiercer fury 
Into the faſhion of a puniſhmen, 
Fitting the daring of by treſpaſſe. 
Mu. Heare me; 
By theſe red marks, regiſters of your raſhnelle, 
And by theſe tears, the fruits of my affliftion, 
That i a King paſſionately pur ſues my love, 
Is truth uncontre dicted; but if 1 
Did ever think ycu wrong, let mine honour be 
buried in dark oblivion. 
Qu Sin's a ſweet tame Serpent, they muſt beguile 


Fut ſtrumpst thou ſhalt ruin's. Charge, Cheſter, 
Cheſ. Shift tor your ſelſe Madam, . 

Richmond eſcap'd from London with the powers 
Leavied dy Leiſter, and Fitzwater,{( who | 
Wereltai'd by Wizchefter, and the Legate Pardu/ph ) 
Hach reſcued Bruce, got again the Caſtle, Ent. T. Bruce, 
And make you now their ſearch. Exit. and Richmond 

Rich. Ceaſe on the Queen; with Souldiers. - 
Madam you are our priioner, 


Y. Bru. Keep Cheſter ſaſe good Richmond; 


Ha! 


A Tragetly. 


Ha! oh what rude hand 
Hath ras'd; this Book of beauty? a face where vertue 


Intelligibly ſtood to charm rhe Reader: Tell me Cozen, 


And by the thouſands of thy tears, and fears 
No tittle, place, degree, the very Grave 
Shall not ſecure the offender. 
©s. There is death in's angry eyes. aſide. 
Mat The rude Souldiers 
My noble Cozen hail'd me thus, and tore me, 
And would have fure done worſe, but that the Queen, 
The wondrout kind Quren in her royall perſon, 
Came with a troop of well appointed Souldiers, 
and reſcucd me. 
. She mocks me ſure. 
T. Bra. The Queen ſo kind. 
Ma. O Coulm had you ſeen 
How good ſhe was in her quick ſpeed, how zealous 
To relieve innocence, you would have thoughe 
She'd kil'd them with her frowns ere (he came at them, 
So lamentably miſersble were my ſufferings, 
So excellently noble was her charity. 
Y. Bru. Now by my life, *twas honourin the higheſt, 
Becauſe a foe, and gracious Madam, not 
To be out bid in this brave Mart of honour, 
You ſhall have a ſafe Convoy, and of quality 
Fitting your perſon, to convey (wich your freedome) 
To th angry King our loves, * he may ſee 
How plain to him we mean, and how nobly 
Unto a goodneſſe of ſo fair deſervings 
As this now ſhowne ; ſee there be preſent order 
For her Majeſti.s attendance , and ſwee Coz 
Wich. draw from the cold ayr. Ex, 
On. Farewell Matilda; 
Oh pardon me for heavens ſake, now I find 
1 hy toul is Chriſtall, 14 
Ma. Remember to the King ; 
Goud Madam my great ſorrows 5 and forget not 
2 


To 


King John and Matilda, 


Totell him this, that woman in whoſe heart 
Vertue and hononr ſtand a paire of Centinels ; 
The Sea may ſooner fiame, fire admit froſt, 
Eꝰ e ſuch a woman fall trom heaven: Oh ſhe, 
Who as a regular ſtar, keeps vertnes ſpeare, 
Shews like a earl hung in an Angels eare. 

. Thou noble tou! of goodneſſe. Exy, 


A Chire of ſtate di ved, Tables and Chi i er reſponcible; a Guard mrhing a 
lass: Enter between then, King John, Pandulph- the Popes Legate, Cheſter . 
Oxford, and al! the Kings Party : A ter them, Fi zwater, Richmond, 
Leiſter, and B:uce ; he King ( Holding the Crown ) kneelng on the 
let fide of the Charre, Pandulph poſſeſſing it. 

X. Lo in the fight of Prelates Peers, 

Of Earth and Heaven, of all that heares 
Ay words; J ſohn Plantagaent, 
(Jil all ſubmiſſrve reverence,) ſet 
My Crowne at the mo?? ſacred foot 

Of Innocent the Third, unto t 

I iorre my Kingdom, giue them free 
Unto his pious clemencic : 

Ard for th: follies of my Raigne, 

Heats of my. youth, and the rough ftraine 
Of riper years, my Kebellions, my high hand, 
Ay [x jeares Interditien, and 

Alm mil-doings ; 1 this, and thoſe, 
Submit to the Peper pom er to diſcloſe. 

Pan. Ycu have by times retracted, and your foot naw 
Beats out a certain path z in theſe Lords ſights of I do 
Produce the Letter, drawn Obligato | 
From Jahn of England to his Holineſſe, 

Peruſe ic (ir, you are there oblig'd to pay, 

(As yearly trom this day Renting your Kingdoms). 
To Innocent the Third, and to his Sncceſſors 

A theu fand marks per annum. 

X. It runnes ſo. 

Pan. Yes, three hundred for Ireland, & ſeven for England. 

Fit. Do not peruſe it John, thoubg thou and we 
Have had ſome bickering, yet let me counſel! thee, 

This is my Countrics Caule. Pas. 


A Tragedie. 
Pan. You, and your Country 
Have cauſe in this Cauſe to rejoyce. 
i. Eitz. Good, good, Sir Pandv/, 
Though in our filiall love to our Mother Church, 
By his Holineſſe command, we ſtay d from Hartford , 
Yet lets have fair play, do not wrong that mother, 
Apparelling her comely holy face, 
Wich a forchead full of frowns, pleited proceedings. 
Pax. You raile. 
Fux. I do not raile, 
Although I hold and reverence the Chair, 
( We had been at Hat ford elſe, and not at London,) 
Yet in a true breaſt we ſhould nothing ſee, 
But holy pure, unmix: ſunplicy. 
K. Give me the pen, 
Leiſ. Will you then ſigne? 
K. Yes, you rough Sonnes ot faction, 
And hook your ſtubborn noftrils, this is Rubarb 
Toyour ſmooth pallats : give methe pen to write. 
Fitz. Do not write John, | 
K. Do not prate fool. 
Fitz,, In ſooth that write 
Will wrong chee; Children and Fools tell truth, 
Remember that, 
Pan. There was no way like this, 
To beat a path out to your peace. 
Ki. Right — 
And holy Sir, receive to the Popes ule, 
His will, ard your own charge: Sir, deſcend not, 
But ere you re-inveſt me, hear me tell 
A tale of ſortow, behold here theſe Lords, 
who had been now bruiling the face of peace 
With unkind buffers, but 2 VVincheſter, 
Your ſtrict compullion, and their ſeeming fear 
Ot deſery'd interdiction; but oh ſpright, 
No Devill deceives like th houthold hypocrite, 


Theſe of wy Court, with young Brace now inſconc'd - 
3 


hy, 


Pand. proffers to deſcend, / 


ES Ii oO 


King John and Matilda, 


'At Hartford, whither it may haic brain'd Richmond 


hath retir'd his diſcontents. 
O. Bru. We miſſe our hopes elſe. 
X. Theſe bandy faction with me, and with their drums 
( Lew'd linguiſts to interpret their diſloyalties) 
Brave me Ph field, deform th'afflifted face 
Of trembling England with foul — (taing, 
Larums at hideous midnighe, they break my tleeps, 
Fill them with fearſull dreams, terrible ſtartings, 
And with the griefe of my unfricndly fears, 
Force me to pierce my pillow with my tears. 
Pan. Unnaturall cruelltv, 
Able to melt marble into compaſſionate tears. - 
Ox. Dainty diſſembler. | 
O. Bra. Now may it pleaſe you 
Pay. Peace untill his lolineſſe command be ſiniſhed; 
Aſcend your now true Scat fir, and from the hand Pax.gives 
Of my ſelſe Pandulph, Legate for the Pope, John the C — 
( Obſerving the due payments ſpecitied, ) 
Receive your Crown and Kingdoms ; and with them 
We here pronounce your abſolute readmithon 
Into the Church, and from his holneſſe 
We re-inveſt you, with all Powers, Prerogatives, 
Freedomes, Communities, (and in the ſtrength of effecacy, ) 
That conſtantly adhears to lawtall Princes, 
And an obedient Son unto the Church, 
Long lite to John of England, ales and Ireland, 
The Jawfull King! Floriſh. 
Leif. 1 am mad. 
Firz,, So, ſo, now we muſt ſuffer 
The Kingdoms ancient Liberties, Land, lives, 
And all to run the curſe that he hall Neere, 
Good heaven that I were dead, what do I here. weeps. 
O Br#, But ile not aſſe- like bear my Countries wrongs, 
Mine own at home, and like a Court Camelion, 
Give thanks nuto mine injurer ; hear me King John. 
XK. You ſhall hear us lir firſt ; we have been clouded 
Six 


A Tragedie. 
Six years, but like the San in his Meridian, 
We now again are glorious ; thus in briefe, 
Leifter we require ftrong pledge for your loyalty z 
Bruce call your mad Son home from Flartford, 
Your Wife and Sonne (hall better ſpeed at Guilford, 
For Richmond in our re- aſſumed power. 
We will proclaime him Traytor, and Fitæwater, 
Either give up Matilda for your faith, or heare 
What we ſhall ſentence. 

Leiſ. We muſt and then 
What thunder you ſhall throw, perform with us, 
We kiſſe your royall hands. 

O. Fru. It not, we ſtand 
Rocks in our reſoluton. 

x. D'ce heare them now ſirꝰ 

Fit. Nay, nay, let him hear me too then : 
Lord Legate Pandulph; thus tis, 
Aud thus y ou may informe his holineſſe, 


In a field cal d running - Mead twixt Staines and Vinſar, 


After ſome bloody noſes on both tides, 

I tell truth I ; there the King and Barrons 

Met for diſcuſſion of conceiv'd wrongs, 

And indeed not miſconceiv'd, our Houſes, Honours, 
Our Fathers freedomexr, the Lands ancient Liberties 
( Unjuftly to encreaſe ſome private Cofers ) 

Felt daily Demunition, there to Covenants drawn, 
(Bearing the name and ſence of Magna Charta, 
Which many hundred years may be — hereafter ) 
King John ſubſerib'd, we (wore him ſealty, 

R. Which fealty they deny d, till out aſſoy lment 
Of our ſix years Interditicn, forcing us therefore 
To ſeal unlawfull liberties. 

Leif. Upon our honours, 
They were but what Antiquity prov'd lawful. - 

Ox. Oh but my Lord. 

Fit. Tut, tut, Lord menoLords, 


He beoak, we powted, | tell plain truth I, 


King John and Matilda, 
Yet fell into no relapſe of hoſtility, 
But wort ye what, he caſts a covetous Jes 
Upon my Daughter, paſſionately purſues her, 
There had been other pledges but our oathes elſe, 
( For heaven knows thtm he had) and ( amongſt the reft ) 
Matilda muſt be my pledge, for well he deem 
They yielding thelre, ſhame would brand my denyall, 
But catch craſt, when we put truth to triall, 
Kings ſhould have ſhining ſouls, and white deſires 
Enflam'd with zeale, not parch'd by Paphian fires ; 
So ſhines the ſoul in — doth ſhrowd, 
Is a ſerene skie beſpotted with no cloud, 
But a Copper conſcience whil'ſt the head wears Gold, 
Is but a plain down-right uncruth well told, 
Come, come, I cannot fawn. 
X. But in che paſſion 
Gfa Dog fir you can ſnarl ; have you talk all your words 
Fitz. have told truth I. 
X. Then we will fall to deeds , 
Ox erd command a Guard, and preſent'y 
Take them roth Tower; we can now talk and d 
Away with them, and muzzel thoſe fierce Maſtifles, 
That durſt leap at the face of Majeſtic, 
And ſtrike their killing fangs into honours heart; 
Ace they not gone? we (hall be paſſionate 
In your delay. 
O. Brw. Come Leiſter, let us wear 
Our ſufferings like Garland, 
Leif. Tempeſt nor death, : 
Could never out do Leiſter, who dares dye 
1 times poyſon d integrity, 
Fitz, Now by my troth *cwas very nobly ſpoken, 
Shall I turne tale; no, no, no, lets go, 
But how things will be carried; ha ! are theſe teares 
Body ot me? they are ʒ Shall I go like a ſheep 
With this pair of Lyons; ha, ba, ha, 
I do laugh now John, and Ile tell thee why , 


MAH e env, 


Th'art yet in thy green Aday, — 
Set in our — bu but when 

Shall round thy forchead wich a tield of (now, 

And when thy comely veins ball cea le co flow, | 

When chote majefti eyes (ball float inirhbuwes, 
When giant Nature her own ſelſe coniumes, 

When thy (witt Pulics (ball bu: ſowlypanc, 
When thou art all a Volam of my want, 
(That like a tale-ſp- pt fire thou ſhalt _ 


Then Job» upon this leſſon thou wilt think 8 2 


He dy es a ha ppy old man, whoſe (weet y 
28 a continued iacrifice to truth; 
I muſt weep now i © 
Xi. Away witht 
Pan. Unto King 155 the . of his palin 
With peace and happineite. Ext. 
X. Which we return 


9 


Wich all filiall obedlence - look up Oxford, ii 
The day breaks and che Sun hach thafte dhe night '® 5 
Out ot our Hemiſpheace. B 4 r \ 


Ox. Your news fir ? „art N 
Gen, Letters from the Nnecen fir- * 2 
X. Was the Ear! — re with any powers eh 
E're your departars,” © K veads, / * 
Sen. No may it pleaſe your Majeſtte, we heard nor Ty him, 
But all un your part went tair und tortunate 
K. Uh Ox hr now they have her tlie back like Hrsg. 
Tell him this day wee l meet them ull at Rt ; Fu Gene, 
Ox But her Father and her friend impriſonment 
May obdurate her bea i efiey date nut ue 
On the great peril} ota curie to tall i a1 210 6.420 
Into a Relapie now you areadtolates,” - 56 ot ahhh, 1, fe 12 | 
Faith iir trie ſmooth paths to yourends;2ofeleaſe chem, 
hold the winning way to capiivate 


I heir dacies,and Aim royour wiſhes; . wy / 


— 


X. Goody do not kilt me ſoy before our Fon, 
— y chou (halt flie wich _— Lords ae 


We . 


King Jom and Matilda, 

We pine in oarddlayes,oh Cupid (wiftly | 

Fly into Parent, and fcom thy Mothers ſhrine, 

Catch but a timble wanton has, and caſt it, 

lato the bulie Kingdotneof my heart, , 

That it may teach my tongue the art of victory, 

And cvery year unto thy well ſpent Quivec 

Ve add a tbaft, and call it Cpidi love Dart 

Come Ox ſord, I tread methinks on tire, 

Untill I read that Volum of ſweet grace, 

The well writ ſtory of Ai face. | 
Ox. She yeelds at laſt my life on'c ſir. Ext. 


Aﬀus 3. "IF 1. 


En er Brand reading of. a Leiter. 
W Ill Brand, theſe are to certifie, That Fortune, Miſtreſſer / 
'V of es, with my wnluck;e ſtars, hathrendred s 4 pri- 
ſoner to my mortal! Enemy young Bruce» 


Bra. That mad Tambcclaine.. | 
Let. My entreaty is yone of the nobleft, but dine againſt my 
| and my de 5 


and butter . v.14 | 
Let. 1 am credibly poſſeſt, his Maieftic hath, into your cuſtady 


bleed, my defires, and my a « 
N. Oh that L had alcg of that young Brace, but minc d 


copemtited his Mather, and her young Som George, whereby jou 2 


have ecgaſips caſt imo your hand te parallel their; ſufferingi with 


m7 fortune; not that I would have.you bn 
Bra, He need never have writ that Bawds and Scrjcants have 
+. Gav'd me the labour. ny 6 * | 
Let, Nor geve to deep a wound to Conſcience... 
Bran Another labour ſav d too, 1 ; 
Ulſurersdo it daily 1 „ . 
Let. Bar as I let you underſtand how I am here accommodated, 
1 — — 4 Servant to parallel in their per ſons, your uil- 


"P F A Bras... 


1 


= 


i! 1 Trageula. * 
Bran. Brave Lord, the Laddar of my-fortunes, fi, 7 
ſuffer on that ſide, and for humanities fake, and chred-b- . 
conicience (a c of coutin-Germazxs, that thrice a wetke 
know not heft get a fapper;) {hall che friends of kim that 
ſtands Lord of thy fortunes, and thy proteſt foe, fare well 
here; now I talk of fare, I recel i chis Letter yeſterday, and 
ſince they have ueither eaten bit, not drunk drop, nor by theſe 
ten ſtealers (hall not, tif! I heare igaine from my Lord: 
Come out madam Mother, and your prating brat--=chey 
do look hungry already. Emtey Lady and Ber. 
La. What would ourunkind Jaylor? | 
Boy. Sure Moth r Mr. Br hath brought ut vicuale. 


Bra. No ficrah, I come to ce today is falkngday; 
La, Two dayes together, "IN ho Por * 
'Good Mr. Brand, tis nut mine dn Wan beggs. 
But ny p6orBoyes; I have held him pretty pallime, 
To have him yet forget that wilt wool! hunger, > 
And ſtill the harmleſſe ſoul v guld point each period 
'Of his ſpart, erying Mocker give me bread: - 


v Miba 
ſottie viſtas 
To give your Son? * + *#**& * £5! qb."1 


| 
La, Any thing, fer thoit the price thoathaft tate Gofdl. 
Boy. And truly fir, H y but give Un Cake; 
RS —— — 1 9% « FOU Jl 
Ne give you twenty ſhillingseg our Boy fire ting. 
Bra. If yon dare lye 2 wry s un, 87 


Vou and your Sonne ſhall bo pave gon, IE 

(£5 eee 
Y ks u Mother, Du „527 l 

We 5 Tack u bed tee tere 
* 1. eee 


Bva. Be as plain and briefe as was, dare ger dc? vn 


LA. No thou bad man, ] da he 4 pl 
Bra. eee. nen Ar 
5 * Thou lyeſt thou feind, ſnouldſt thou FSC iN d 


E 2 © The 


8 | exquiſite 
Fahhtell me Madam, What would you give for 


King Joba and Matilds; 
The Towers would tremble, and turn Intelligencers 
To all che paſſengers ; the walls would ſhudder, 
| The E. curchiont, Streamers, Baune s, all che Reliques 
| Of tame and hugour, would tal down, to fee 
| Honour and Fame to wounded. 
| Bra. See! | am aſham'd co hear you, 

If ſuch ſinnes could not be done without being ſeen, 

Informers would have a ine trade on't, a Parators p 

Would counvaile tive Serjcants; ha, ha, ſeen kither; 

Why there would not be ſhects en ia the Land 

For the penitent, and innocent es enough co correct che 

Guilty; Come, come, we l dot Ich dark then. 

Lx. In he dark ſaid'ſi chou? 

Oh in the deepeſt darkneſſe, the white Angels 
| Will ſtare upon thee, and with flaming eyes. 
| Will make make theroom appear to thy wild conſcience, | 
;  Twicelighterthen the Sunne: | 
| "Tis a foul Devil that inſinuates to thee, 
The ſower liveernefſe of a de 'uded minute 
He has borrowed a white robe, pluck ic off from kim, 
And thou wilt ſee him a black hideous monſter, 
How wich a {laviſh look he will creep from che, 
ow that thou art falne again ig love, 
Wich holy gaodneſſe. 
Bra. How my Conſcience wambles-. 
5 — Do, do, good tir, think of it, 

It will make you give's ſome bread. 
And then you!l be a very honeſt man. 
Zen n 

” 4 4 

| Bra. Yes, as Uſurers heare Sermons, more for novelty then 
integrity, Ilove good words when I pay for un 
what do you ſee in me that | ſhould appear uaw of pour + - 
K Lal Becauſe in that 


Thou ſt 0 
nn 


15. 


Gu F 
Boy. I, anda Frog to if you go to 
Doc aan cry Mother. | 12 1 
Bra. Get you hach inꝭ by this victorlom fword, 
And by the horrid odious compariſon, N e . 
to. tuch a one ſirſt iu e made cumpariſoti odious) 
Ye rot a bit this (even dayer» } vt a 
gu. * 
My Buy and 4 mike a ones 
In yonder gloribus Kin e Ar 
Shall this bad man abuſe thy Fathers bed ? | 
Or (hall we faſt yet longer? 10 
Bra. The boy will confent I warrant you, | 
The ages h ive inſtructed him. arab sf) 
Fey. Indeed lam vey bungry's | 3 
Bra. Did i not tell you lg. "101607 27 
Boy. But rather then chi. Goat ſhall fic in ny fathers place „5 
Indeed ile faſt this ſeven years n. | 
© £4. Ab nobleboy, e 9 
weet plant ot „e prova l | 
Vertue will ke good ir cannot do. true, 
Bra. A terribiy ugly Toad, ue. 


Enter Ker, R and Oxferd, 


Ox Good fir ye mult be patient. F av 

K. Rn — ow 9 v3 269 24 
Eirternefſe d, ela with me: not pf e __ 
To an eternall patience, he teh r bu : 
To witch me into that dull ſ of fools; : 


53 


1 


7 


— rr 


Aud made our fortunes 


p Above. 22 * almoſt to 4d. 


| * a | wa . 88 chat Cid 


' Would charm 
Lovely as isthe mor 


bat 


King eben n. 


Cheſ, They Put o'th bl 8 | 
Fi _— gebe Leiſter, with freſn powert, ö 


9 2 yon ence, 


Riehmandya Hare bad he met wich any 


But 1 5 2 Mice, Rats, tun - awayes, and Weezles, TE 


Frighted even wich the waving of a blag, 
They would baye call/da. (car; crowiſtutr'd wich frau, 
And bound upon & ten grgaty, Iriſh Garron, 11 


The Glorious Righmend Yponhis firie Steed ;. | 42 
Oh chere is nothing certaine but our ſorrows, mn 
Our borrow'd bliſſe in. hut che ſhuttſ x- cocł 

Ot a dayes paſtime. 1 


Ls. | have paſtim d her, arab. Nau. * 
Let that comfort you, 5 


Qs. pl 1 yo Io 
Kk. and e hayei comfort mes 10 12346 
— Pa os, call bat up your Tro ps 


'Brayelyagals recover er, apd.read, n U 


ce my fury. 


Upon 
. Cb ye erug 


51 


The fair Epbeſian Temple wilde as M of. b 
. — been yt wa x 


Which w s ime With the det 4 
Pp gaser g tear bat fag, 
Mein em eme, 0 
ry © her h ct, inpigipg.. mn Wn MA 


Stands writ the hi 
The raviſh'd Reader to runne on, pon wholgeys lids «0 
Diſcretion dwels, which when a wilde 7 wh Þ 


Would at thoſe Ac aan 
Playes her Dole QUE tend, ok *— 
g. O why then Mo if ſhe be 150 Rumi .u! 
Of white unvan 5 Az, ww 11h. ) 
And blot the ace Few gon 8001180 nl 
a 


. 1 Irageilie. 13 Fa 
Ghaſte, froſtie boſomes, brook no luſ born fires. 
x. She bas put me to my ſophiſtry. 
Qs. I knew 1 was wade 
Your ſtale for her obtaining. 
Oh why | 
Raiſe you ſo high a Piramis to her —.— > 
And proſtrate.your own vertue? 3 
Such a Book of goodneſſe ( with bad defires ) 
Why do you read ker 2 fie no tiuth mneends)) 
Seeks to corrupt that Text which he commends , 
Good br conſider ic. Beer Huber, 
X. Well, I will think on; and you will have done. 
Hu. Now i is cht cime my Lord, 
If ere you would be — in ow delires, 
Richmond, young Brace, Matilda, 


(Wich the Earl of Cheſter priſoner, and a Ught convoy 
But of ſome threeſcore Horſe, and — hundred Archer 


Ace now i'th valley crofling of the County, 
"Tis thought for Efes.. + | 
x. Where are their main Forces? . 
Hub, luſcon it ia Harford Caſtle, dur Forces yet 
Nut ſo diminiſtid, or in rout for want 
Of theic loſt General, but if you pleaſe, 
We date with hope allail hem. 
Order the Powers: you have for preſent on · ſet + 
Qu. My Lord, you ſaid you would confider. 
K. Iam conlidering bravely hoꝶ to cha 


The Foe juſt in che face: Aida | am now thy Souldier, 


Friend of my heart, the King himſelfe comes for thee, 
Who (hall in this dayes doings amply pre prove, 


Honour takes fire from theflam 


He. Good fortune on our fide ſir. — * 


Qu. Near not that pray er — 
Good heaven, oh — not vertue to adorn 4 


A foul Cauſe wich fair ſortunes: Hark, 
Aod now * well the angry Lords do 


— they mong 


Ua- 


King Joba and Matilda, 
Unnatuall ſwords, good heaven keep ſate the King. 
Bur let his Cauſe miſcarry ; I ,. not ſtay 
To {ce him ſo purſue thoſe wild deſires, 
Which cannot ſure end well ; i'le to the Lords 
So near at hand, and with Marilda's Father, 
Accummodate my grieſs, and let there be 
Her ſeares, my tears, the Kings infirmity. Exit 


Enter Kas. Oxford, and Marla 


K. Ox ſord, ſu: vonlbe Kings. 
Aſa. Moſt milerable Maid. | 

K. Mou excellent Matilda all are thy ir iends, 
Imperious love lat on y ance juſt then, 
When on the panting breſt of daring Richmond 
( Who like a me/anchally (uilen Cloud, 
Eclips'd thy Chariot) chou didſt ee me print 
My feleſe pallion : Oxford keep my happineſſe, 
Juſt wich chat care chou would a; reſerve that pair 
Of prec ous things, thine eye- ;; Cheſters inaag d 
Deep in the Chaie. and ve muſt eich him oft 5 
Pardon me honour that I plac d love firſt, 
My doings now are thine... Ex's. 

Ox. keep near the King,Geatlemen, 
His unbouuded ſpirit may looſe him elle good Madam 
Do not lament ſo, though your friends are icatter'd, 
Lare in a ſpheare of happinelie. 

Mat. Oh that great power, | 
That many times out ot chis toyLhath taken ay 
Deliver me agaiy,becauic again, 
Vertue hath made me miſerabl. Ee. young Brace, 

T. Bru. Oh that neceility 
Should force us unto flight, baſe fight, repugnant 
To man and honour, Ha nappy — now, 
That brought me mee * 

Mat. Cosen. 


7. Bro. Oxford, bs give decks U 


A Tragedy. 
That pure unſpotted Dove, from the killing Tallon 
Of the forgettull King, or thou or [ 
Muſt never ſee him more. 

Ox, That to our fortunes, 
I muſt not failethe King br. 

T. Bru. | muſt not faile then Enter Richmond. 
To get her as I can ſir. F ighe, Oxford falls! 

Rich. Wi are ſcatter'd now 
Paſte making head againe. 

7. Bru. But | have made ſhift to get my Cuz agen (ir, 

Rich. Let us not Ray now to expoſtulate, Necellicy 
Directs us to our friends not a league diſtant, 
It we not fly we are loſt. 

Ma. Good Cuz lets flie, 
Tis no difgrace to obey neceſſity. 

7. Brau. Oh I could la mp and tear that hagge neceſſity, 
Bitter neceſſity, thou ſcourge of things 
That forces Lyons to wear Swallows wings. Exe. Manet Ox. 

Cheſ. You have plaid the Souldier fir. to him enter King, 

K. The Souldier Cheſter ; I am ſo light with joy, Cheſter, 
I could du any ching. & others, 
e* Chef. Troth fir would it might pleaſe you then to grace 
Me with the Preſident · ſhip of Picaray, 
Falne in this laſt Rebellion from the Lord 
Bruce un o your Crown. 

X. Tis thine as certaine 
As Matildais the Kings: Oh Chefter, now Matilds 
Is in the Kings power. 

Ox. No fir, the is in heavens. 

Cheſ. Who's thir, Oxford, lets helpto raiſe him up. 

K, yu ſaift thou _ where is Matilda ? 

Ox. Young Brace in his flight happening upon this wa 
For her — gave me heres aſſault; * 0 
I did ſtand for you fir as much as man could, 
Till my miſ- fortune found me, then I fell ; 
To him came Richmond, and with all ſpeed poſſible 
They have carried her to'th * on tother {ide the h:ath · 


X. 


King John and Matilda, 


X. Oh villa ine, villaine; 
Suppoſe he had cut thy heart ſtrings, hadſt thou caſt 
Thy dying eye upon AMarilda's face ? 
She w: u!d have ſhot another ſpirit into rhee, 
More daring then the firſt, at Icaſt more fortunate. 
Chef. Let him be convey'd to'ch Townand dreſt, 
Our beſt courſe is now to with-draw, the Lords 
Are ſtrong, and may give us dangerous chaſe elſe. 
X. What are our ho 
Like Garlands, pon afflictions forchead.worn, 
Kiſt in the morning, and at evening torne- Exil. 
A Table and Chaires ſet aut. 
Enter Firzwater, old Bruce, youug Bruce, Rehmond, 
and Leiſter. 
O. Bru. The day is then the Kings. 
Rich. White victory 
Clapt on her ſil ver winge, with a ſullen face 
Took leave of us, and pitched upon his Tent, 
Where ſhe ſat ſmiling, while neceſſity. 
Enforced our flight. 
J. Bra. Oh that witch Neceſſity. 
" Fitz, Well, well, away with the witch; 
Tis well you brought Matilda off; come, come, Sit to 
Aud brther Brace you have a Wife and Sonne Conncil, 
Uniuſtly detayn'd from you, I am injur'd, 
I pray fi you cur feet into the path 
Of our proceedings. - | 
J. Ira. Lets with our powers 
Raze Winſor walls. 
Fus. Now you are i'th field ſtraight, 
Give old men leave; you would raze ! what would you raze |. 
Your reputation with your raſh proceedings; 
Come, come, hear your Father. 
T. bru. Why let him ſpeak then, 
0. Br«, Firſt let us take up our affronts in order, 
And fix by ours, the Generalls grievances, 
The crying groags of Elan, whole blubberd checks 


Are 


A Tregetie, 


Are ſtiſfe with tears, to ſee their privildedges 
Daily impair'd. 
Reich. t's tO be done ? 
Leif. Let's ſend to the French King, 
' Proffer him our aſſiſtance, to tran · ſer 
The Crown from Job» to him, if at ſuch a day 
He will put over a ſtrong Navie Royall, 
With an Army for the attempt, with which(our Forces 
Making one body) both at at dea and Land, 
We bid tair for our freedoms. 
Fitz.: I do not like it. 
7. Eru. S'foot, you will like nothing; 
Let us be ring'd and nooꝛ d, 
O. Bru. B̃eſidet, being affoil'd of his fix years Interdiftion, 
* Thoſe that before fled from him ata Leaper, 
Will now flock to him. 
Rich. They begin already, 
(Although we ſeek (wich our own) their good,) to cenſure 
And call hoſtility plain fation- 
Leif. This is my reſol ve, | ſay there is no way 
To fix our freedomet, but to call in Phu 
And make him King. Ex Richmend. 
Om. Sothink we all. 
Fitz,, I but I think not ſo, 
Though y*areall wiſe for Philip, he'l be a gainer, 
But what will you get by*c ? They run on Rocks and (ſhelves, 
Cen can counſell others, not ſecure themſelves. 
Y. Bru. We muſt and will do ſomething. 
Fits. You will ſend to Philip, 
Inſt.uct him to proceed, it may be furniſh 
His Navie with our Pilots, he lands, we proffer 
Change, John tor Philip ; oh can you think, 
That we can undergo a heavier ſtroke 
From a Natural}, then from a Forreigne yoak ; 
Co to, go to, who in no eſtate can reſt, 
They may change oft, but ſeldome comes the be1- 
O/. Bru. Im diverted. TO 
F 2 Lei 


King John and Matilde, 


Leiſ. Which way would you ſteer then ? 
Fitz. hy the ſame Compaiſe, but not upon this parallel, 
Ido — — line; bur this wer'] do, 

Wee'l ſend for Lewis, Pllips Sonne che Dolphine, 

And to him( ſeemingly )preter the profter, 

A Crown will fire him; may be he (hall land, 

But with no more Force chen wepleaſe; and it may be 

He (hall take a fiſher Town, for every Nation 

Can take away their trading as the time goes, 

Our mine Force being ready, we will hovec 

'T wixt John and Lewis if John deny an oath 

To redreſſe our griefes, and become regular 

And Hoſtage for the keeping it, we joyne 

Wich the French and fright him further ; if he conſent; 

We fall on his part then, expulſe Lewis 

And ſend him to the Scas again; the Dolphine 

Is Zune and may be wrought on, but old Philip 

Is dangeroufly policick, with foot aſbore, 

Hee'l brook no jugling, both eaſe, and ſaſety 

We work on Willowes, but when we ſtrike ac Oaks, 

We ſweat, and ſometimes hurt with our own ſtrokes. 
Om. It ſnall be thus effected. 
Leiſ. But let report divulge his Landing, 

With more eminent danger then we will let him practiſe. 
Fitz. For this time Em. Queen, Matilda & Ladies, 

Riſe then; See the Queen and Ladies, 

Good Madam caſt off ſadneſſe, 

Matilda we are all here i'th City ſafe; 

The very hearts o*ch Citizens ( men injur'd 

In their priviledges as we are) they are ours» 

What ſhou!d we fear then ? Emer Richmond. 
Mat. You are all ſuch friends, 

Iam poor in my well. meaning thankfulieſſe, 
Rich. A Barge with divers youtbfull Citizens, 

Yen the _ . Mas quert, is now — 

1 e Stairt, hearing the Queen was here, 

Vthall this mecting ot their noble friends, 


Proffer 


A Tragedte. 
Proffer their loves and duties to conclude 
And grace theevening with their Revels. 
Fir. In che Hall wee'l meet them. Did not 1 tell you 
Theſe Citizens were noble lads our friends: 
Waite on the Ladies Lords, I am here your Graces ſervant, 
By my troth | thank 'em, they will crown our feaſt, 
And credite me, having ſuch a princely gueſt. Excunt. 
Loud Muſick, 
Enter at one doore Fitzwater, old Bruce, young Bruce, 
Leiſter, Matilda and Ladies; at the other doore, 
the King, Cheſter, Oxford, Maſquers. 
Dance. 
Fitæ. Now by my troth they are gallants, 

Citizens ſaid you; now I remember to, 

Ye do go gallant in your Shops, no wonder then, 

If in Maſques you cut ir, I remember Gentlemen, 

Your Fathers wore a kiog of comely habite, 

Comely, becauſe it wel became the reverend name of Citizens, 

But now let a Knight walk with you in your ſhops, 

(And [ commend you fot x, ye keep the faſhion ) 

We know not which is which my tongue ranges, 

And night grows old, mad times, muſt have mad changes 5 

Come, come,a Hall, a hall. The Maſquers tak the Ladies, 
Qu. Beleeve me you have done well. and fall to the Dance, 
7. Bru. Pox a' theſe Cats guts, how they ſqueak. . 

Methinks a rattling ſheep-skin luſtily boxt, 

Would thunder brave amongſt them, One of the Torch bearers 
Hat. I can dance no more indeed (ir. takes Matilda. 
Fitz. I am deceiv'd if that fellow did not carry 

A Torch ea now; 

Will you ſhame the Gentleman? 

Dance when | bid you. 

Mat. Oh me, that graſpe was like the Kings. 
O. Bru. Dance Cuz. 
Fit. In good deed dance, 
Or you will make me angry. The K. pulls her vielemtly« 
y of me;that's too much for a Torch-bearec , 
| F 3 You. 


King Jobs and Matilda, 
You fir Jack, fir jack, ſhe is no whit-leather, 
She will not ſtretch 1 aſſure you, it you come hicher 
For love ſo tis. 
K. For love. 
Eitz,. But if you and your Company, 
Put on forgetfull rudeneſſe, pray take your Cupid yonder, 
Your thing of feathers, and your Barge ſtands ready 
To bear ye all aboard the ſhip of Fools, 
| am plain Robin- . paſſion of mie 
Look if he do not threaten me; I will ſee thee, 
Wert theu King Joh himiclte. - Palls off his Vizard, 
Om. The King! Mat. Oh which way ſhall I flie? 
Qu. I would not leave ſo ſweet a chaſte companion. 
Fx:unt Qu, Mat. Rich, and Ladies. In the buſcle, Fitzwater 
drops one of bis Gloves, Hubert takes it up, and goes aſter the Ladies. 
Hub. What's this, one of her Fathers Gloves? 
This ſball be drawn upon the Juckie hand of a thriving plot. 
RX. Behold thy King, thine Bruce, one of the Fathers 
Of theſe retit d tations ; Richmond, thy King, 
And thine 1cugh Leiſter; is this ſtill your neſt 
Wherein to hatch another Scorpions Egge, 
To ſling the afflicted boſome of your Country, 
To bruiſe her (ides with the eartt-wounding hoof-s © 
Of War-appazell'd Horſes, whoſe dreadful neighings 
May fright her pale face to a bloody bluſh, 
And again make her groane. 
Fitz.. Your pardon fir, 
By my good Sword [| knew ye not. 
Chef. No, it you had, 
Your dangerous Brother Bruce and you, had laid 
Some plot for his ſacred perſcn ; then pleaded ignorance, 
That ye took him as he ee mu, a ſawcy ſtranger. 
7. Bru. Cheſter, T hou art not noble in thy c:nſure, 
And (awn'ſt thy ſelſe into the abus d favour 
Ot the to- credulous King. 
Chef. Oh temptation, what a Devill att thou; 
Now by my blood young man, you court my ſpleen 
In a vain glorions ſhape; Cheſter faw ne, 
Juſt heaven forbiid it. T. Bru. 


A Tragedie. 
T. Bru. An Axe upon your neck, che juſt heavensglve you 


And that in heaven were juſtice--- 
Ol. Brs, Sonne, y'are too full of choller. 
T. Bra. Choller, Halter. 
Fux. By the maſſe that's neer the choller 
K. Upon your lives no more, the K ng is here: * 
Fitzwater, | did not come to quarrell with thee, 
I would have ſuch a good man ever neer me, 
And fora floriſh to the reſt (of whom 
Az of old Bruce we have) we will require ſtrict pledges, and 
Fuzwater let thy Daughter live at Court, ſhe ſhall be kept, 
I'ch cuftody of the Queen, but as no pledge. 
Fitz. The Queen is gracioue. 
x. Come, to their ruines leave theſe turbulent Lords. 
Fitz., . But ſuppoſe the Queen ſhould ride abroad to hunt, 
And leave Matilda ſolicary at home, 
I think the King would come and comfort her. 
Ki. | am of thy mind, I think he would. 
Fitz. Would he (0?--- 1 would have no one hear. Takes 
X. They cannot man. the K. afide, 
Fur. Pray tell the King, ile keep my Girle at home, 
And comfort her my ſelſe. 
K. You will. 
Fitz.. John, John, now I ſpeak out; 
You made your Maſque for this, a Maſque indeed, 
And wel-aday ! that it ſhould prove a Cover 
For ſuch a night of Tempeſt, ſuch wilde affections, 
Such an ill-tavour'd night. Emer Hubert. 
K. Hubert, is't done? 
Hub. Paſt expecta tion, I have better 'd your plot, 
And got the Queene too, 
And will bring them early in the morning toꝰth Court. 
K. Have the Torch-bearers given fire to the plot? 
Hub. They mixt with oppertunity. © Emter Richmond. 
Fux. I do not like this whiſpering , 
Where are the Ladies and Matilda ? 
Rich, The Ladies are at the further fide the Caſtle, - 


. 


King Jobn and Matilala, 


But by a Glove you ſent by a Gentleman, 
That ſaid he ſer d Earle Leifter, that wit h him 
She and the Queene ſhould flie for ſafety whither 
You had directed him, glad of any ſcax e, 
They took a Barge, another leapt in atter them, 
But whom he was I know not. Exit. 
Ol. Bru. Sent you a Glove. 
Fur. A Glove indeed I miſſe, but I ſent none. 
Leif, This is a Riddle. p 
K. Iwill play Oedigns, and expound it for you, 
As Hubert — 2 4 rc dro — G!ove, 
Ingenius Hubert found it, and (though we 
Had directed otherwiſe, )he employ d a Gentleman 
Ot our own Chamber, one unknown to Matilda, 
Lo bring it as your cloſe intellige ce 
For her flight with him; he that leapt into'th Barge, 
As they put of, was Oxford, now we have her 
Never again to loſe her. 
Leif. By my vext blocd 
King John, this is not honourable. Emer Richmond, 
Rich. We are betray'd, 
All that bore Torches in the Maſque tonight, 
Were of the Gaard, who upon a receiv'd watch-word; 
Fell to their Arme, beat down all oppos'd them, 
And are ſhaping their courſe this way. 
7. Bru, Lets meet em, 


We have an iujur'd patience, came death in whirle-winds, 


Ile be the firſt ſhall front him; to thy prayers John, 
Pray heartily, that thy friends fatall points 

May pierce theſe hearts; fort they miſſe iſhall prove 
The blocdi | beauty ſtory ever told 

To fright the Readers fouls; a purple cloud 

Shall ſhaddow Exgland, the whole Land (hall r ele, 
The Center gr: a is, thy very Crown (hall ſtand 
Trembling upon thy Temples, till it fall 

A Mourner at thy fames black ſunerall. Exit. 
Fitz,, Oh noble Nephew. Exeunt Barrows. 


A Tragedy. 
. Ha, ha, ha, let em rave on ; Ingenious Hubert 
That cculdſt fo ſwifty apprehend a ſmooth 
Path to'th poſſeſſion of Matilda ! 
| = Oxford from her charge ; unto thy care 
The King commends the Miſtreſſe of his heart, 
Ph morning let me ſee her. 
Hs. She Fall waite upon you ſir. 
Chef. The Barrens threaten high fir. 
X. Let them burſt, 
Come Gentlemen, to'th Barge, and fo to'th Court, 
To clip our wiſhes, perills appear ſport. Exeunt. 


Actur 4. Scœna 1. 


Euter Brand. 


Fra. I Wonder how my pair of Priſoners fadge? 

I am ſomething dogged too a to'ther fide, 
That thus long hav not ſeen them, nor have they eate 
la ſure ſince they came in; in yon Madams eye 
I am as ugly as « Toad, | will ſee her, 


And cuntemn her---, you and your brat come out, Ent. Lady 
Heres meat, | am ſure — are hungry and Boy. 


Foy. O Mother, will you be lick now ? 
Mr. Board hath brought us meat. 
Lt. Ch on my knee fic 
[ thank you, not for my want, for 1 feel 
Nature almoſt quite rm. pare 3 but for my Sonne, 
Re may live long to thank you. 
Boy. Cive but my Mother 
A little piece of bread, and if 1 live, 
( as yet Rey do, if yeu can be mercifull ) 
I will tell my Facher ſuch good things of you, 
He ſhall return yuur kindneſſe treble 
Toycur honeſt boſome; Ob Mother for ſome bread. 
Era. Some bread ? bs 


Why 


King John and Matilda, 


Why to have an honeſt boſome (as the world goes) 
I; the n:xt way to want bred ; i faith tell me, 
Row have you att the time yuu wanted Victu. lc / 

Lady, Very haidiy, 
And itil! the poor Boy {:ghing, weuld ſay, Mothcr 
You lock very hungry,! did think ſtraight how hard 
Your heart was, then we both did fall a weeping, 
Cling'd our lean armes about each othe:s nech, 3 
Aud lat a pair of moui nere. 

Bra. Delicate paſtime, Tcads love no other 3 
Look 3 ee, here is bread. 

Boy. Oh if y« u be a gocd man, give me but a bit * 
To give my Mother, poor ſoul look how ſte looks 
Indeed (he s vi ry hungry. 

Bra. Yes, ſo is my Dogge, Puts it up 4g ain. 
I muſt keep this for tis break faſt. 

La. Give but my boy one bir, 
And the Saints ſure will Jook how gocd ycu are, 
They will be glad to ſee you charicable, 
And call it excellent compaſſion. 

Bra. No, cunning from a Toad will pc yſon bim. 

Boy. It will not ſir, ince d T am ſo hungry, 
| could eat Rats or Mice. 

Bra. Your to' cher hair braine, 
Your wilde mad Sonue, retaines my Lord a Priſc ner, 
Uſes him baſely, and you muſt ſuffer foi t. 

Lady. Give me but Paper, Pen and Inck, ile wrile, 
And charge him to fall down, and liok the duſt 
Thy Lord ſhall ſet his foot on, I will conjure him: 
And woe away his wildneſſe by the groars 
I ſuter'd for him, Vie threaten his denyall 
Wich a Mothers faryily-conſounding cui ſe: 
This I will do, or any thing that may 
But purchaſe my poor Boy one bit of bread. 

4. No. 

La. O harder then the Rocks; more mercileſſe 

Then the wilde evening Woolf. + ſallu- 


Boy - 


I Tregedie. 


Boy. Mother do not die, 
For heavens ſake helpe my Mother; Mother look up 
And ye (hall ſee me dance, and then the Gentleman 

Will fure beſtowa piece of bread upon us. 

L. Look here thou Iron - hearted man. upon 
A palre of piercing miſerĩes. 

bra. A Scene ot mirth ; 

I am all hard, the heat of laſt which ſtood 
To clip revenge, we ſtem a ſtream of blood. Exit. 

Bey. How do ye Mother? 

La. How doth my Bay. 

Boy. Very lick indeed ; but I warrant you are more hungry 

Then Ia great deale, are you not ? 
L. ok no, 
Thou arc weake, and famine plaics the Tyrant with thee, 
-Look here my boy, bite on thy Mothers arme, 
The blood will nouriſh thee. 

Bey. Will your blood nouriſh me? 

La. Yes, yes, | prechee try. 

Boy. Why ſhould not mine then nouriſh you? tis the ſame 

'Gocd Mother eat my arme, bite but a bite, 
Truly I (hall hurt you it I bite yours, 
I warrant you'l be beiter preſently. 
La. I (ball my Sonne, and ſo (belt thou, come neere me, 
Let us go hand in band to Heaven. 
Boy. Oh mother, ſomething pinch'd my very heart. 
AndI (tall die, my dear, dear mother. D ec. 
Lady. Art th: u gone my Sonne? 
My ſoule ſhall overtake thee : oh friendly death 
T hat gav'ſ chat gripe, ſure when thou kill'ſt the guilty, 
Frowns curle ihy angry forthead; but when thou ſteal" 
Towards innocence, (cheir pale fears to beguile) Enter Brand 
Thou deck'fil thy lean face with a lovely ſmile, Dyes. reading 
Bra, My Lord recover d by the valiant King! Letter. 
In all his battels he is fortunace, | 
And now tdey (hall have meate ; ha / meat (aid 1 ? 
I have midethem worms meat; a 
2 


King Jobs and Matilda, 


O h what a talking is within mc! it I ſtay, 
Th: building fare will cruſh me, le ha t to Court, 

My Lord here intimates the Kingy obſervance of me, 

I muſt hence; oh gnilt, thou draw deaths image horrid, 
When we begin to like our ill, how ſweet a hooked lin ! 
Which but paſt by, a cheater the appears, 

Joy es are her promiſe, but ſhe pales us fears. Exit, 


Enter Hubert, Queen, amd Matild:, a Gentleman. 


Hub. Your care in the conveyance of Marilda 
To this appointed place, the King (hall recompence, 
Wich-draw your ſelſe. 
Gent. | (hall my Lord. Ext#. 
01. Mnilda, where's that ſpirit that kept thy vertue 
Valiant and bold 
Mat. If vertue ſo ill pay ue, 
Who would be vertuous ? 
Hu. Ver ue! paleporerty 
Reproach, diſaſter, ſha ne (its on her forehead, 
Deſpiſogs fill her {leeps, MW cavonrd int ics 
Meet her at every turne, tea:$ arc her criumphs, 
Her drink afifion, Calumny attends her, 
The unclean to gue of flaunderdaily licks her 
Out of her faſbion; but if you be Kings Johnafriend--- 
Mat. Oh ſtrong temptation. | 
On. Matilda--- 
Hub. You may like | 
A nimbie wind, play on the ruſlling boſome 
Of that phantaſſick wood, the world; your ſleeps a paradice 
hung round with glittering dreaines, then your diſſemblings 
Wi i te calFd devotions, your cigged cu hypocridie 
Religions holy hears, mirth decks the Court daics, 
The wanton minutes glide ju?! a ſtreame, 
That clips the boſome of a wealthy meade, 
_ TilPr get it great wich child; a ſwect green dleſng. 
Conſider, *us the King. 


A Tragedie, 
On I, I, the King. - 
x. Truſt not this tempter, Juſt icreligious linguiſt,” 
Remember veriueis a holy flame, "is | T 
A ſacred inclination of the ſoul 
To all chings honeſt. F 
Mat. I can reſiſt no longer, 1 
Oh Hubert, you are a victorious tempter. 
Qu. Can this de poſſible 
Hub. Forget not, at the beginnin 
Of chis ſweet race, honour hold out for you 
A golden Garland. 
Qu. Oh remember, 
At the end of chaſtities white race, an Angell 
Holds in his hand ( ſhot through a filver Cloud, ) 
A Crown for Conquerers. 
Hub Will ye looſe the pleaſure that 
Ala. 1,1, thoſe pleaſures Hverr, there is a voyce 
Of fleſh and frailcy in me, that ſtill cryes, 
Matilda take thole pleaſures, and I am now 
The Kings for ever. 
Qu. Let the Queen then cut from carth, 
Such a diſſembler. Of ers violence ro Matil. Hubert 
Hub. Nay but you ſhall nor. ftazes her. 
Qu. Shame and death dwell 
With a goodneſſe io ſhort- lid, thou hanſome hypociite, 
Thou faich-· de rauder, a religious qualme 
Croſſing the ſtumack of a ſeeming Saint, 
Which falls ſt raiglit into humoor, all thy devotions 
Prove now but well-clad cheaters of Times Charity, 
Thy grieſs, and ſighe, are but {ins crafty games, Alatilda 
Their ſoon ſpent flaſſes play lixe holy flames. ard Hub. 
Hub. It ſtall be ſo: to tome remote place, ſhut er. 
from the danger of the angiy Quecu ile carry you, 
And thither bring the King. 
Mas. | long to fee him. 4 
Qs. Hubert, wilt thou play the Court Camclion, 
The perſum d Pander. 32 
G3 Hab. 


ing ohn and Matilda, 


Hul. Yes marry will I, Panders have need of perfumes, 
. Oh merry ſinne 
We (mile towards Hell, but howl when we are in, 

Hub. Name but the place Madam, and religiouſſy I vow, 
By th'unſtain'd honour of my Name and Hou e, 
By the white feputation of a Gentleman, 

And as I wiſh for after happineſſe my cace 
Sha l fee it inſtantly in execution. 

Mar. My Ceuſen Bruce, Eail Richmond, ui h the convo 
The King diicomiited, they would madly have carried we 
To Dunmow Abbey in fruittull Eſcx. 

Hub. d toot a thouſand Kings 
could not thence rrcoyer ye, but name the place 
Whither I (hall carry you, good Madam whither ? 

Mat, Good Hubert thither. Falls on her knees. 

Hub. What to a Monaſtory / 

Qs. Call her difſembling, 

No |:nne good heaven, for (he is ſtill a Sainr. 

Mat. Upon my knee I bepge it, and every day 
When I (hall dropa Bead, Ile ſtrongly pray 
That you may find a bleſſ ng · 

Qs. Hark Hubert. 

Hub, There is ſomething telis me there is honuur in it, 
To grant her good requeſt. 

Mat. Mark how your Oath ran, 

By che honour of your Hou'e, 
By the white reputation of a Gentleman, 
And as you with for after happineſſe. 
You'd put my wiſh in ſpeedy execution. 
Oh Hubert mai k, he his houſe pulls down, . 
That wounds his honour, though to pleaſe a Crown, 
By Heraul*ds he's a Gentleman maintaid'd, 
Whoſe reputations whitcrefle ſtands unſtairi'd, 
And he in after happineſſe ſtands high, 
That dares not with a ſinne by ſoveraignty. 
Hub. Excellent Oratory! 
Q. Hubert, for truths lake, 


A Tragedie. 


Mat. By the tea ts of Virgins, 
Qu. By the truth ot vertue, 


Mat. Oh Hubert, for the glorious Crown of chaſtity, 
Qs, For the victorious Pattne of Wedlock faith, 

Mat. By the immaenate ſouls of holy Maids, 
Qs. And by the unſtain'd truth of honeſt wives, 


Mat. Oh now to honour Hubert give thy name, 
»|+ Sweet blooming vertue knows no bluſh of ſhame. 


Hub. The rareneſſe of 4 our ſouls has raviſh'd me, 


Wee'l change our courſe, 


Excellent Good, or infinitely bad ! 
Ambo. Moſt noble Hubert, 


Enter King, Fitzwa'er, C heſter and Oxford, - 


K. 'Twas well yet that the trick has catch d this old one, 


Where are the reſt ? | 

Chef, Richmoud is gone for France, 
Leiſter elcay,*d to Winſor. 

X. How I thirſt 


through bridge, and fo 
For Eſſex and for Dumm, victorious Maid, ; 
Rhetorick.is poor in thy praiſe, whom a King, 
Nor ſoveraignty, ( the ſoul of womens longings, ) 

Cannot corrupt !--Oh women! Men-ſubduers ! 

*Natures extreames / no meane is to be had; 


Exeunt. 


To make mine arms walthy with ſweet Aſati/da. 


Fitz. Oh if a Fathers prayers, an old mans tears, 


An injur'd old mans tears, were ever prevalent, 
Good heaven keep my Gitle a Chciſtall Fort, 


Firme and unvuanquilt'd. 
X. Hubert my friend now hat her : 


Will it pleaſe the mighty Emperor of the Barrons, 


The King may kiſſe Mariida, the will be here preſently, , 
Them ſhall the great Fitæ water (it in ſtate, 
And ſee Matilda and the poor King dallie, 
And teach the winds to wanton ; Hubert now has her, 
The faichful't of my friends, from contrari:ties' 


King Tobnaud Matilda, 


We will produce ſoft pleaſures, ſweet perſections; 
Sirrab, C hefter l all tell me when (ke — ſrownt, and 
Wee'l Court ber cheeks into a comely ſmile; 
Tt (he but raiſe that milkie hill, her breaſt, 
With reſpiration?, Oxford ſhall wear 
it is a ſigh, and I will item to chide 
His raſhneſſe, and proteſt luve rais'd that gale, 
Tuſt as her heart for my heart had ſet ſale. 
Fux. Heare heaven : 
K. Cheſter [hall watch her when ſhe weepe, and tell me 
They are Matilda, tears, when I will preſently 
Wich a lovers pleaſing fervency, proteſt 


| They are Pearls, by paſſion forc'd from Cupid Cheſt. 


Oxf. But what ſhall Hubert do, 
Your boſome friend ? 

Ki. He (ball wich pretty thwarting paſſages 
(To pleaſe Matilda, ) ſeeme to make me angry, 
And tell me*tis impoſſible now t obtain her; 
Whereupon ( impatient, to illuſtrate Jove 
With a new paſſion ) oh how I will rave! 

Mituſe him ſtrangely, and cloſe up the ſweet Scone 
Upon Midas lip. Enter a Gentleman. 
Gerr. Letters from th'Earl Hubert ſir, 
X. His name but now, 
Like a beloved paſſenger,) took leave 
Ot my — 2, he waits directions 
Concerning her from me, good Cheſter read it, 
] cannot read and reſoyce too, Firzwater 


Liſten, and rave. Cheſtey reads- 


Letter · May it p/caſe Your excellent Majeſtic, it hath, pl 
heaven ſo throughly to capttvate my reaſon by the potent pleadings 
of your vertuaus Queene, and nnmatch'd Maxilda, that I bold it 


now impoſſible for your Majeſtic ever to obtain her. 
K. Ha! 

Fitz, That laſt was muiſick. 

K. Nay kill us all, kill us all; will ye read on fic? 


f 


Let. Briefly, by that time theſe Letters kiſſe your Rajalllhands, 


c 


A. Tragedy. 
ſhe will he cleyſterd up in Dunmow Abbey, and and her dayes 4 
Vi/ſtall, wheither I could not cheeſe but convey her, being therenn- 
to forcibly charmed by ber teares and entreaties, and eſpecially 
forc'd by a ſecret command from heaven to mine owne conſcience ; 
I remaine y0ur moſt excellent Majeſtier tranſgreſſing Jervant 
Hubert, 
x. Moſt excellent villaint | Wa 
Fux. Obſerve King Jahn, ere heaven will vextue faile, 
Contrary meanits, all winds all fill her Haile of 
-( heſ.. Hou Hike a Hart, che Gxeyhqunds chaps ſtill at her, 
Vet ſtill he (capes !the King is full of tempeſt · 
X. She's gone for ever.. » 116! 04 30 
Oh Hubert let us never meet again, 
Never more meet; F itzwater fetch hen but back, 
As from the firſt, fo from this, 4ſabe// 
Vece be divorc'd,marry and ſet Matilda 
Ich rega!l Chaire, the Kings admirgd,Miſtreſſe. 
Fitz,, But will ye ſay and doſir? 
K. Vet there is hope ; now by my Crown I will, 
We ſhall be Sonne and Father, thouand 1. 7 
Will walkeupon our Pallace battlements, 
And thou ſhalt carty up a covetous eye, 
And thou ſhalt caſt that covetous eye about 
The tair, delightful village- ſpotted yalleyes, 
Thou (halt ſtand Aillyand think, and recollect 
The troubl'd longings of thy large deſire, 6 
And whatſoever thou ſhalt aske the King, —_— 
(Of all chou ſeeꝰ'ſt the King ſball gie it hee. 
Fitz,, Well, let one one ride beſore, and certiſe. 
That we are com „tor on 7 "SL ; A 
X. Cheſter,qut on wing: li wise, 1 00 
Thou good ol — — w 
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King Jom and Matilds, 


Ackut 5. Scœna!. 
Enter N ahd\Fitamnarcr, Oxford meeting them. 


X. Heſe are the Abby walls, Oæurd whagnews ? 
Ox. 1 Matilts18 afraid to verrurre forth, | 
But on yon baitlementv it was her protuiſe,. Err. Albeſi and) 
Wich the Lad AbbeſStoappear-—and (ee lir- Marildi above. 
K. Give us leave! Oh wee that habite 
Not ſo unkind, a foe to faire increaſe, 
lde call it then celeſtiall, and ſwear: 
A bright ſtar moy'd in that iĩmmaculate ſpheare: 
Muti da! Miſtreſſe of many Graces ! + 
And lovely as the blutth that breaks che day 
Caſt thy commanding eyes upon à King, 
Whom love hath made a begger ; 
Ab. Why hants- the King 
Wich ſuch a violent pourſuit, a chafte Dove, 
That hath given upher namerckcaven, and ſtands 
\White as her ſpotleſſe veſtute. 
Fitz. Lady Abbeſſe, 
Pray give me leave, aud hearken my Matilda, 
I bring thee gole neus my Cle, we have caſt 
An ill- becomming Calu mne upon 
The Kings love all this vile : tor he prteſti 
To be divorc'd from Iſabeil the Queer, 
And by marriage ſet thee in his Bed, 
A plant to ſpring and proſper, women naturally 
Do atie& ſoveraignty ; wilt thou runne retrograde 
In chi faire Zodiack ? though all wayes vt | 
Hare fail'd, this will take I am ſure. To the Ring. 
Mat. Who hath taught my Father 


| Apoſtate to that int 
en vate breaſt ? rows of divorce 


I run to golden ruine; the King marry me? 


01 I Tragedia, voz 


x. ind make thee Queen ot him, and two 


And magnitie in their abundanc praiſes, 
The glory of our Marriage. 
Mat, Oh my Lord, here I can call neceſlicy, 
Excellent Pyhſick for a vaſt deſire, 
Our wants arc holy waters, caſt on la{t's fire. 
Fitz,. Oh brave, brave Girle! 
That I had thee here to buſi thee, 
Her very breath did (mell of heaven. 
K. Matilda! 
Fitz. I have found thee Gold my Girle, 
Theſe are glo1 ious wreſtlings, 
Celeſtial ftruglings; paſſion of me, th at joy 
Should carry Aprill eyes. Weeps. 
X. Matilda, Look upon thy ſoveralgne courting, 
Thy cruelty with a paice of wooing eyes, 
| abouring for mercy. 

Hitz. No, no, Matilda, look upon thy ſoveraigne, 
Thy ch. ſtity wich tempting wanton eyes, 
Labou-ing in luſt. 

K. Thou man of rude defects, let me alone. 

Fitz. Thu man of wilde deſires, let me alone. 

K, Ha! 

Fits. Tut, tut, Ixnoty whoſe Cauſe I have in hand, 
And heither ha's nor hems can fright plain Rebin, 


The wound that fooliſh love- Boy there (what call ye him? ) 
Had ſtruck your heart with, becauſe your tmooth — 


You could not come to ſupple it, as the Dog does his 

Wich fair fine words you could lick me, and then 

Lite me to ſtroak ir, and heale it by Atturney, 

He ſteers not ſteddy thae delights to roame, 

Graft ſets out ſwilt, but ever comes ſhort home 

I cell ye truth l. „ ; x1] 22d1 n5qt ut: 
X. Abbeſſe, deliver up Mattlda, nil 


Or wich an Army fill'd wich RuffangBaviſhers,2 iu 7 »% 
The very Sonnes of darkneſſe, we will level!!! 


Hz 


large. Kingdom, 
The Chriſtian world when they (hall heat, ſnall wonder, 


King Jahn and Matilda, 
to the bottome. 
A. Vetnov the King, 
( Beirg reccncil'd unto is motiir Chu ch/) 8 
Gannot cunceive ſuch out rage. Arat pete 
Fux. Now ye tampzud yr. X 
Mat. Father fare wel, and to my;Lord my King, 
The ſervice 01 hie mit ui ſuqious Hand- ma id,; 
And goud y cut Ma'eſtic be j LA remember, 
How exccllemly-:dmitable you; Crown - 
Will then become ye, when ou (hall caſt off 
The habite of your paſſions, I will pray for you ſir, 
And it'c be poſſible with prayers aud teat ts, 
Quench your Ce res, and fortiſie my feat es. F xv. 
Fitz. A Fathers bleſſing, like a welcome cloud 
With child of friendly howers, hover oe thy goodneſſe, 
And keep it everigreen-- 3 the is gone (1: , 
K. Go thou and runne intathe Sea. 
Fitz. Ha. ha, $9 the great Finpercr of the Barrons, . 
As you cal'd him, Ing! 
May come out aagini th uts of a poor John.: 
No, no, Iwill live and laugh, you would have made her 
The miiftrefſe of the King, and (ke'is married 
To che King Maſter, oh to the nobleſt King 
Poore ſupplicant ever kneel'd to, to your King, 
And her King, and to m King [t:e's married ; 
Oh married, matt ied, let the Saryrs dance it, 
ow Bids ling ic; let the winds be wanton, / 
And as they ſoftly with an eycning whiſper, . 
Steal through the curfdlocks of the lofry woods, 
Let them in their ſiveet language ſeem to ſay,  * 
This, this was chaſte Aari/4#s Marriage day. Exit Fitz. 
K. It is reſolv'd irrevocableʒ who waits? Exer Cheſter. 
ay Sir? - . Emer C onfeſſer. 
X. Have an eye apon that Fox; where : our Confeſſor ? 
Con. Attending * 1 — 
K. Your ear do dis, 


A Tragedie. 


X. And hark you, without all expoſtulation, ſpeedily 
Make Brand the Inftrument, 
Con. 1 (hall not fail tir- Fit. 
x. All my blood turns, ſhe is now paſt all recovery; 
Oh day draw in thy light, Time do not keep 
This Deed for ſtory 3 Memory fall aſleep 
in black oblivions Cavern; let this day 
Scill skip the Kalend, and be wip4d away 
From all diſcourſe; ob let no chaſte Maid. 
( Remembring how Matilda was betray'd, ) 
With bitter teares, curſe the too cruell King; 
No Satyr dance this day, no ſweet bird ling, 
But let the Raven and Screcth. Owl cry, 
Matilds the chaſte Maid, muſt this day dye. Exit, 


Enter Brand and the Abbeſſe reading a Letter. 


Lett. Madam, Theſe are to gize you to under ſtumd, that m/t.ant - 
[ Y, and withont any the leaſt expoſtulation, yon ſee convey n into the 
outward Garden ad ojning to the Abby, your new Vatary Matilda, 
that the bearer (this Gentleman) may without the leaſt intercep- 
tron, have ſreedome of acreſſe unto her; let this from me be 
ſafety, and forget not, the wills of Princes ave indi putab le--— 
Fuſtace Confeſſor to bis Majeſtie. 
Ab. No, no, no cloud of niceneſe, order, or regularity, _ 
Muſt intercept this Mandate ; Sir, the Kings will, 
The Confeſſors advertizemenr, and your hopes, 
Shall meet this minnte; but vertue is I hope 
The Rudder of your voyage. 
Bra. I tell — Madam, tis unſpotted truth, ! 
The King is chang'd ſo excellent, ſuch a lover 
Now of Matilde r noble conſtancy, * 
That thereſore as his ( Confeſſor there certifies, ): | - 
Your duty is expected 
To work my «dmictance to her, which is one ,, 
To let her ow. how heartily his Majeſlie * 
Acmires and commends her. | 
7 Hz ; Abs. 


King John and Matilda, 
Ab. Tis a jcyſul hearing, Emer Matild.i. 
See where [he walks, ſouls io heavenly (imple, 
Ic ſeems the Court digelts nut, and (being cloy'd,) 
Commends them to the Cloy fter. Exit. 
Bra. And (he be ſo limple, 
She's the fitter for the Saints, things bnear think of, 
Unlefle to ſtuſſe our umilies----excell.nt Lady. 
There's ſuch a deale of heaven in her face, 
It makes my black ſoul t:cmble---excellent Lady, . 
Ma. Your will lir. 
Bra. To let you underſtand the wi. l of him, 
Whoſe will the will of heaven hath new made; 
Thus laid King John in briefe , tell chat ſwect Saint, 
( And there he wept as I do at the thought on't) 
The immaculate Miſtreſſe of my dear devot ions. 
The King by this (wich her eye not unacquainted ) 
Commends to her his hate of all that love, 
The feavor of his blood contaminated : 
Oh tell her ( and he (igh'd there bitterly ) 
That as I was ber tempter, Iam now 
Mine own deſpiſer ; as mine own deſpiſer, 
I will remain her vertues ſtrong admirer ; 
And there juſt thus he kiſt ie--; ift chance, quoth he, 
Her gentle lip return the Kings chaſte meaning, 
Mark but which place of this( then happy ( Glove 
Receives that heavenl print, and bring it back, 
That my lips there (li ea paire of willing Pilgrims) 
May pay my hearts devotions. This was all, 
And this, his Glove, the Token. 
Mat. Excellence Change . 
Heaven now hath heard my praiers, return his goodneſſe: 
I am ſorry thou haft kiſt the Glove before me, 1 
For ſeare thy lips have lay n where the Kings did, 
And coſen'd mine of that grace fell from them, 
When he ſpake things thus good, Give me the Glove. 


—_— * He looks . the Garden door, and whilft 

farm that way, be changes the Glove, aud gives ber the other 'd. 

Mat. y looks made me belerye, that ſome were coming, 
: Br a. 


A Tragedie. 
Bra. No Madam, I have coſen d you, twas but the wind. 
Aat. No wind (hall keep my duty from his Ma jeſtie 
With my obſervance; Gp has return d 0 Kiſſes the peyſen d 
My love of his great goodneſſe; and if he aske thee Glove. 
How I receiv'd the news of his rare change, 
Say, as a — ſoy le after a drought, 
Welcomes a wilh'd tor ſhower : what a ent 
Strongly beats up into my braines, while 1 this Glove 
So neer my breaſt! thou art not honeſt ſure ? 

Era. Neer death we propheſie, and tis ſoſure, 
Vou cannot breath three minutes. 

Mat. Ha 

Bra. Tis neatly don, and there's nodallying, 
I know *is ſtrong and ſwift, as by a Glove 

You were carryed from your Fathers to this Cloyſter, 

So by a Glove you are from this Cloyſter ſent 

To the chaſte Court of Saints. 

Mat. Heaven ! is this right? 

Bra. No, twas a left-handed Glove, look ye, 
I kilt the right and coſen'd you, 
So that a ſiniſter act with a left. handed Glove, very prettily 
Imports a wittyneſſe in wicked. eſſe. 

Mat. Thou art a merry marderer, the King wat wont 

To call me friend; oh if he beſtowes 

On's friends ſuch guifts, what ſends he to his foes ? ': 

Uncharitable love- token; oh what harſh hand 

Temperd this dram of death. 

Bra. I could doꝰt no better. 
Mat. Mercileſſe man, Tyg rs to thee are tame; 

Oh cozening Crocadile, that with chy tears couldſt tale ! 

How wilt thou how ie oor 

When thou and } meet next'? when I ſhall ſit 

Above my ſufferings, then wilLmy blood be 

A cloud betwixt eternity and thee. 

Bra. Clouds? yes, moch clouds. | 
Mat. There was the la ſſ eallʒ to ti e King, commend me, 
And tell him, when in Rories he ſhall ſtand. a 


King John and Matilda, 


When men ſhall read the Conquerors great name, 
Voluptuous Arſas, tht unkind brother Feauc las, 
Comuly King Stever, Henry the Wedlack- breaker, 
And Lyon-hearted Richard ; when chey come 
unto his name, with ſighs it (ball be (aid, 
This was King John--- the murderer of a Maid 
Oh tell him I am paſt his ſtrong temptationt, 
And chough wild burning back's his hot deure, 
Like perfect Gold I did out · live the fie. Dyer. 
Bra. She's dead and i muſt ſhitt for one, 
] heare ſome trampling, \. Emer young Bruce. 
What's he has leap'd the Garden walls? has awenching look, 
And ſhould de a good Vaulter, guilty knaves make excellent 
Eves droppers, and [love to ſound ſtrauge bolomes, Iwill lye 
To ſee and heare, and yet not heard nar ſeen, ſtands Aſide. 
J. Bru. Here rumour gives, my couſin, chaſte Mati/da 
To le a Votary : ha l on the ground 
Murder'd moſt certainly, and ſo warme, that yet 
The murderer at my approach, may lurk 
About the Garden, ſor through the Abbey tis 
Impoſſible to paſſe; ch my gricy'd blood, 
Who made it ſo unfortunate to be goud, 
Bra. He mumbles ſomething to himlſelte. 
Y. Bru. This parallels my Mother and my Brother: 
Ha! ſomething ſtirs 'th Grove, paſſion I know thee not, 
With a new art we muſt catch old Blood-hounds: well, 
Alchough Iam the Kings well- wiſhing friend, 
And have rais'd forces for his part at Winſor, 
Vet with my heart I am glad, a friendly hand 
Hath ma le thee happy. We, 200 
Bra. S' foot this is one of our ſide, 
But it ſeems he knows not twas the Kings injunction. 
7. Bru, Now buſineſſe will be minded, ſtate affairs, 
With vigilance effected, which before 
Were ſo intangled in your hair ſorſooth ,. 
Suiters could find no end of their beginnings. 
Era. By this light I have done a good deed. 


7. Bra. 


A Tragedie. 


Y. Bra. Thou — ſoul, 1 
That ( by the heat of thy ha any-wo 
Carat I am ſure but be iu hea ring; l 5 
My irregular ſtart ( upon private necellity ) 
Frighted thee off, be not aſham dd to let 
Thy unknown friend poſſeſſe thee. 

Bra. Oh braze young ſpark. 

. Eru. Or it thy modetly muſt keep thee off, 

So well love thy work (and as 1 Kingdom) 
Let this Purſe of Gold, this Diamond faſten d to t, 
Tell hee thy friend was here, if thoul'dft know him, 
He is a kinſman to the Earl of Cheſter; 

And becauſe thou ſhalt not doubt thy friends fair meanings, 
Iwill teturn the way I came, although 

Witch danger to my perſon. | 

Bra. Here is one fir, withes better to his friends: 

J. Bru. What art thou? Shewes himſelfe. 

Bra. One that will take your honoorable Purie, 

And yet paſſe quit at the Common Law. 

-» Y. Bru, Wert thou the expert Maſter of this peece. 
Bra. You being kin'man to my Lord and Maſter, 

(M ho cver hated this blood) daretell you, 

practi. A firſt a buſineſſe late at Winſor, 

U on a Mother and her Sonne---- 
7 Fru. Hold heart, old Braces Lady, 

And the brat her Sonne? 

Wer'c thou the happy inſtrument 

To cut theſe Houſes down? didft thou do that 
Bra It would deſerye (well priz'd) another Purſe fir. 
7. Bru, Gold muſt not part us, didi do's. Give 
Bra. Both thatand this, by this ſtand lic. more Gold. 
7. Bru. Sonne of the Devill have I found thee ? 
Bra. Sure he knows me. 


Y. Bru. Fool, doſt thou draw a ſword ; 7 1 
What a loud lye thou daſt give heaven, to think, ** 


A ſword can ſhield the guilty, look here villaine 
Upon my borrid point, where * in tempeſt 


= 


King Jobs and Matilda, 
And whirle-winds, ſtares upon thee, thou murderer : 
Of my Mother, Brother, and my Kin(ſwoman- 

Bra. S'root here was a Purſe with 4 bub at the end ont, 
Pray take your Purſe agaitie, 

7. Br». Toad, | will take thy heart fir. 

Bra. I deny nothing then, 
Reſolution crowns my craft ; for choſe at , 
Let me _— che King) LamiiWil chem, —— 
Your Mother was t coy, you may guet the reſt; * 
For this ic wat King oha in uni jon, 
And I have dune it — this fight. 

7. Er. By dark neſſe and ber — 5 
Thy near kinſmen, 
Thou ſhalt not live five minutes for'e. They — 

falls, young Bruce keeps l d - 

Bra. O fir, what mean ye ? 

T. Bru. To as thee for a Mother, a fweet Brother, 
A chafte kin{woman ; oh chat thou eouldſt be 


Ten daics a dying; Slave! Pleftickihy: Trunci / 
So thick with wounds, ir ſhalt appear a Book / 
Full of red Gerters, / 
Characters of thy crud ffabs him. 

Bra. This is no bl mometh fir. 

7. Bru. Thon Eu, look yonder ;. 
There lyes mine Almanack, a celeſtiali body; Points to Ma- 


Whoſe revolution, period, (pe&, tilda's Courſe. - 
HOG _= high me 222. frouldt bleed, : l. 
re. Oh. | 
T, N. Thy veines are all corruption, 
Ard ſhould by * T ck bech danghil! 
| thy Tru rown | 
n 
ent would poyſon fwine, t 
Would with bowling: ty exon amid-efcte bend, ' 


Woubd: | 


A Tragedy. 


Would ſeek forſaken Deſerts, and there die 
Full of. infe&ion. Stabs. 
* Br«- Oh chat laſt has ſiniſh t me, 
And where I go I know _ Cloud 
Hath bid heaven from me like a ſhrowd. Dyer. 
T. Br». Feaſt thou the Crows, 


This body ile convey to Winſor, where my Mother, 
And my tweet mucther'd Brother, wer expole 
( As =_ of rightecus vengeance ) to all eyes; 


Conſcience, and Blood, are ftrong eryes · Ext. 


Enter King and Lords below, old n Leiſter 


Orſerd and Firzwater above. Charge. 


x. You Sonnes of death and diſobedience ; 
Why is the King kept out 
Ol. Bra. You ſhall know fir; 
Is. not enough the — —— 
Lye yet a gaiping by your hea 0nd, 
Wodsdalb pee ˖ blood 
De chaſe your vaſt deſires, my Wite and Sonne fir- 
X. A game as we are Prince, in our Royall word, 
The villaine paſt our precept. 
Ol. Bru. As you paſt heavens 
In your bloody maiquing night at Bayzard: Caſtle, 
When all the floores, and the white walls wore bloody 
crimſon bluſhes, to behold a Prince 
In blood purſue his paſſions. 
K. Bar'd ont and brav'd, 
You bate and chafea Lyon; bring old Fitzwater, 
Thou Br«ce and grambling Leifer, eicher ſpeedily 
Give up the Caſtle, and upon your knees 
Fall to the mercy you have ſcarn'd, or here 
Before a paire of minuces paſſe, the ſword 
Of incens'd juſtice ſhall<ven inyour eyes, 
Leave this old Rebell hradicile. 
Fit. Now by the blood 
I loftin holy Pa/effine wich 2 
2 


King Jobn and Matilda, 
Oh that tight rcall Souldicr! King John I ſweare, 
That foul-· word Rebel ha: unriyited 
The bais of reaſon, and made me very angry; 
Is it to take tiuths part robeaRebel ? 
To eaſt my groining Country, is that Rebellion? 
To prelerve the unſta'n'd honour ot a Maid, 
(And chat maid my daughter) to preſerve your glory, 
That you ſtar d not branc d in cur Chronicles, 
By the black name of Wedluck breaker; is this 
( Gobd, heaven!) is this Rebellion? Come, come, the Axe z 
Oh that wrong,'d ſoul to death fo falſely given, Ent. Mowbrar 
Flies ſweetly t:nging her own truth to heaven, 
'Mow. Stan1 on your guard ir, 
Young Bruce with twenty thonſand” * 
Strong able men trom Cambridge and Eſſex, 
Wich a ſpeedy march, and wich as dreadtul threatnings, 
Comes thundcring tow. rds #:»/or, all his Eniigns 
Crimſon and black, which in their want n wavings, 
Cry to the * Country (as he marches) 
Nothing but blood and d ath. 

O, Beru. Oh noble Sonne of a marpered M-cher, 

Leiſ. Honourable young man. 

R. Draw up cuc forces like a pair of angry winds, 
That have got a hollow Cloud wich child of tempeils, 
Wee make the valleyes tremble. Enter Cheſter. 

Cheſ, Reſiſt now tir, 

Or the whole Kingdome trembles, Lewis the Bolphine : 
By ch politique working of ingenias N i, 

(Who was ſent for him) with ſ hundred ſayle, 

And fourſcore Flat boats is let in at Dover, 

Subduing as they march, and the Towns willingly 

Givia © hem way; they have reach'd Rocheſter, 

An4 if a (peedy fwift prevention meet not, 

They will for London certainly. 

Leiſ. Now John thy Crown fits quivering · 

Chef. Theſe here io reſolute 
Moy. Young Bruce ſo potent — 


A' Tragedie. | 
Ox#f. And which ſtrikes deepe, a ſactious forraigne foor 
Upon our earth, ais a dangerous tripleity, 
So that our Forces were they three times trebbd, 
(D iſtracted with a diviſion thus trianguler) 
Cannot promiſe ſafety. 
x. Take it not Time, for now 
The goodlieſt Oak in che whole wood muſt bow, 
Fitz. Oh that was very well aid fir, nor ſhall ye bow, 
But unto heaven and vertue, for Kings have boaſted 
To be her ſervants; oh in this tempeſt fir, 1 
| Give her the helme, good brother Bruce, the King 
Has faithfully acquitted him of the bloods 
Ot your Wite and Sonne, ; Leifter, the King now looks 
Upon his paſſions with a diſpleaſed eye, 
Truſt to our faiths ſir, give the Land her Liberties, 
And do but look upon my poor Matilda. 
K. Oh, oh. ” 
Fitz, With Kingly chaſte eyes; and a holy ſoul; 
My brother ſhall command his Sonne to obedience, 
Leiſter and he (hall give ye up the Caſtle , 
We will call Richmond with his powers from Lewis, 
We will be all one ſoule againe, and force 
The skipping French to put to Sea again, 
And you (hall ſtand a King then abſolute ; 
brother Be iſter, fir upon my knee, 
] urge y our goodneſſe now; ſhall we ſtill ſtand 
And chaine our freedomes to a forraign hand ? 
When we ſhun feen Rocks, then we lafely ſayle; 
Good, good, King Jobr, let the old man prevaile. 
K. Oh Chefter run to Dunmow, and if Brand yet 
Have kept his hand whire, bid that Brand forbear, 
For feare of burning everlaſtingly. 
Chef. 1 ſhall ſir. Exit. 
K. Mowbray, with the bendings of the King, 
Go meet that angry.ycung man Brace, and tell him, 
Here's now no uſe tor ſteele. 
Mow, Twill be good news (ir. 


TT 


King Jabn and Matilda, 


xk. Meet us at leaſt ( you flubboin men,) 
In our facile affections: 
Why ſend ye not for Richmond? muſt we bend, and 
And beſecch too? 
Leiſ. Paſle but ye ur Royal promiſe 
In the words of a King, to pertorme what 
v'are fled from, the wind not with more ſwifineſſe, 
Shall fly to play with Richards lotty Plume, 
Then ſhall be ſhown ia his repeale. 
K. *Tis granted upon our Kingly word--- that time in me, 
ſhall read that Oiants force necellity ! 
Ol. Bru, With all ſubmiſſive reverence we deſcend, 
And kiffe your Highneſſe hand. 
Fitz, Right happy day, 
My Girleis ſafe, and all clouds blown away. Freun from 
f the walls 
Hoboyes ſound, whilſt the Barrons deſcend, each on 
his knee kifling the Kings hand, both Parties joyful- 
ly embraces ſuddenly the Hoboyes ceaſe , and a 
ad Mulick of Flutes heard. Enter to the Xing and 
Lords, the Lady Abbeſs, Uſhering Matilda's Herle, 
born by Virgins, this Motto faſtned unto it--- To 
— — Chaſtity. The _ A Matilda lying on 
the Herſe, attended by the £xeexe, bearing in 
her hand a Garland, compos'd of Roſes and Lillies, 
afrer her, young Bruce, Hubert, Cheſter, and other 
Gentlemen,all in mourning habites. 


The Song in parts. 
1 Oohe what Death bath done ' here laid 
(Inet) a Maryr, and a Maid. 


2. Angels Crewn Thoſe with juſt applanſe. 
Dye u defence of Virtues / 


A Tragedie. 


Such was her cawſe | Death ! boat not of thy hund 
Chong rxelty, ſince the wangquiſh'd — 7 


2» HerChaſtity, to Time ſhall laſt 
Like Laurel, which no lightming can blaſt, 


1, Sweet Maids, with Roſes dert her Herſe, 
Whoſe Vertue ſtands above the reachof Verſe. 


Chorus Heaven hath her pare part, bil it on Earth, her N 
— in the . areſulgent Fame. ha. 


XK: Hubert interpret this Apparition, 
Hub. Behold fir, 
AfadwritT y ſo ferlingly, 
1 Languag'd, and caſt, with ſuch a crafty craelty, 
Contriv'dand ated, that wild Savages, 
Satyrs, and the — —— of — 
Would to lay their ears to, admiring 
To fe themfelves cm done ) hay weed conceive - 
Their wildneſſe, mildneſs to this deed, and call 
Men more then Savage, themſelves rationall; : 
And thou Fitzwater, reſſec upon thy name, | 
And turn the ſonne of team, oh forget 
T That Cupidever ſpent a dart upon thee, - 
Luc mate —— prbyg cy | 
The haſty, » willing meſſenger, - 
Told theethon 2 — — 1 . 
Look here King Jun, and wich a zembling eye, H 
Read your ſad act, arilds's Tragedy. ber face. 
——— 
Far By the! 1 man, ' 
3 — n 
cruell » fatethy blondy xye <5 
Wik my lack comes lt which hers executre.. -. 


King John and Matilda, 


Le. Chaſte ſoule, 
7. Fru. King, go and read thy ct uelty. 
K. Dol ſtirre Cheſter ? + 
Good Oxford, do l move? ſtand i not ſtill 
To watch the when the griev'd triends ot dead Matilda, 
Will wich a thouſand ſtabs turn me to dull ? 
Thar in a thouſand prayes they may be happy; 
Wil no one do*c>then give a mourner toom, Falls paſſionately 
A man of tears; a immaculate Matilda, upon the Her (c. 
Theſe{heed but ſay ling heat drops, milling ſhowers, 
The faint dews of -adoubttul Aprib morning; 
But from mine eyes, ſhip-lincking Cararatts, 
Whold clouds of waters, wealthy (chalations 
Shall fall into the Sea of my affliction, 
Till it amaze the Mourners. | 
Hub. Unmatch'd Matilda, - 
Celeſtiall Souldier chat keep ſt a Fort of Chaſticy 
'Gainſt all temptations. 
Fiz. Not to be a Queene 
Would ſhe break her chaſte vow, truth cxowns your reed, 
Unmatch'd Matildaiwas her name indfed. 
X. Oh take into your ſpirit-picrcing praiſe, 
My Scane of ſorrow; | have wel-clad woes, 
Pathetick epethites to illuſtrate paſſion, 
And ſteale true tea res ſo ſwearly from all cheſe, 
tſhall touch the ſoule, and at one pierce and pleaſe, 
Cheſ. What will he doe? The Ki. takes the Gar 'and from 
the Q reen, and peruſes the Motto of the Herſe: 
X. To Ptety and Parity, and Lillies mixt wich Roſes. 
How well you have apparell -d de, this pendant 
To Piety and Parity directed, 
Infinuates a chafte ſoule in a clean body: 


Vertues white Virgin, Chaſtities red Marge, 
Suffer me then wi well-ſuited wreath, 


To make our griefs 1 ous, let all be dumb, 
|  Cheſ. His very lou orroWe. -- ; | Fs 
154 
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Ox, And it becomes him ſweetly. 
X. Hail Maid and Marty ocon hy bra, 
Devoticns —— chaſte truths cheſt 


I offer( as 5 
Thy merrits ary and Roſes, 


Lillies, incimating plaine, 
Thy immaculate life ſtuck with no Aaines 


Roſes red, and ſweet, to tell 
How (weet red ſacrifices ſmell y Sens the Garland on her 
Hang round then as you walkabour this Herſe,, '. .. . 
The ſongs of holy hearts, — vertuous verſe, 
Fux · Bring Perſian filks to deck her Monument. 
K. Arabian an ſpices quick ning ſeat. erte 
Fur. Numidian Marble to e her _ 
X. Corinthian lvory her fwreet ſhape K 1 
Fitz. And write in gold upon it, in 
Virtue ſat Miſtreſſe =” 


Grew her with Roſes, and gi 7” Wies d 


You a ſweet Daughter, — on the Kings penitence, 
His promiſe for the Kindomes peace, pe 
A publique benefit. When it ſhall pleaſe, 
Let heaven queftion him, let us ſecure, 
And quit the Land of Lewis. 
Fux. Do any thing, 
Do all things that are honourable, and the — H 
Make you a good King fir ; and when 
Shall at any time reflect upon your folliee, 
Good King Ja weep, weep very heartily, 
Ie will — you ſweetly, at your eyes 
Yonr fin ſtole in, there pay your ſacrißie. 
X. Back unto Dum Abby, where wee'l pay 
To ſweet Matildas*s memory and her ſufferings, 
A monthly obſequie, which (ſweetned by 
The wealthy woes of a tear- ela get 
6 my face, 


(ina obs anc 


* # TP 


Spare its cy, and make Ol iretvedt Orace, 
my wil'd errors, tell 2 this ti mn 
ion holds che Helm; Reaton and Honour 
wrack ; but they lails ſafe, and —_—__ 
Wo conſtantly by Virtues Compaſſe ſteer. 


; Song. 
"FF Atilda i ow a | 
In ed . | 


N. ing-day, 
Ang 775 ons ob wo Ma, 


1. Ref — foule, ( "IR fphiwe,) 
Amongſt heanens faire Onen, All are fair nes there. 


Reft there chaſte ſoul, whilſt we (here rroub{"d 
GI er * ed ae, Death takes any Jojes 9 


Execunt omnes. 
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